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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  STORY  OF  A  STRANGE  LAND. 

“  It  is  a  common  belief  that  most  of  the  earth’s  surface,  barring  the 
Polar  regions,  has  been  thoroughly  traveled  by  the  explorer.  But  I 
know  of  a  land  which  no  white  man  has  ever  crossed,  and  which  is  the 
superstitious  fear  and  horror  of  every  native  living  upon  its  borders.” 

Daniel  Sharpe,  globe  trotter  and  man  of  adventure,  spoke  with 
earnestness  and  decision.  He  knocked  the  ashes  from  his  half  burned 
cigar  and  settled  himself  back  comfortably  in  his  chair. 

He  was  a  tall,  well  formed  man,  with  a  bronzed  complexion  and  a 
certain  blase  air  which  is  acquired  only  by  the  man  who  has  seen  about 
all  that  the  world  has  to  afford. 

Opposite  him  sat  a  young  and  slender  man,  who  would  have  attracted 
attention  anywhere.  He  was  handsome  and  extremely  intellectual. 
All  over  the  world  his  name  was  known.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  the  dis¬ 
tinguished  young  inventor  was  no  stranger  to  fame. 

These  two  remarkable  men  sat  in  the  lobby  of  the  Waldorf  Hotel  in 
the  city  of  New  York.  _  . 

It  was  a  meeting  bv  appointment,  for  a  few  days  previous  trank 
Reade  Jr.,  had  received  a  letter  from  Daniel  Sharpe,  at  his  home  in 
Readestown,  asking  him  to  meet  him  in  New  York  on  n  certain  date, 
upon  a  matter  of  very  great  importance.  . 

Sharpe  had  just  returned  from  an  eighteen  months  tour  of  Siber.a 

and  Northern  Asia.  ,  . 

He  had  visited  most  of  the  great  exile  colonies  and  prisons,  and  ob¬ 
served  the  terrible  punishment  inllicted  by  Russia’s  iron  hand.  His 
wanderings  had  taken  him  far  into  the  Steppes,  and  beyond  to  the 
verge  of  the  Blrangely  famous  and  unknown  Desert  of  Death. 

This  region  which  covered  an  enormous  oxtent  of  territory  had  in¬ 
terested  him  greatly.  It  was  a  region  which  even  his  hardihood  and 
inclination  for  adventures  would  not  allow  him  to  invade. 

But  upon  his  return  to  New  York  he  had  chanced  to  read  an  item  in 
the  newspapers  as  follows: 

“The  distinguished  young  inventor,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  of  Reades- 
town  has  just  perfected  his  latest  achievement,  the  e  ectric  cross¬ 
country  Traveller.  The  new  vehicle  is  designed  for  travel  in  wild  un¬ 
explored  countries,  and  is  thoroughly  equipped  and  lilted  up  for  a 
year’s  trip  in  a  foreign  land,  where  plenty  of  wild  adventure  and  thrill- 
fng  experience  may  be  had.  It  is  understood  that  Mr.  Reade.  with 
Btfrney  and  Pompf  his  servants,  are  soon  to  start  upon  a  trip  across 
Asia  Minor  aboard  the  Traveller.  We  hope  to  secure  some  day  an  in- 
teresting  account  of  their  experiences." 

At  once  Daniel  Sharpe  laid  his  planB.  He  was  determined  to  enlist 
Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  ids  electric  Traveller  in  the  great  and  interest¬ 
ing  project  of  exploring  the  terrible  tract  known  aa  the  Desert  of 

De^1',’  nD,m  arriving  in  Now  York  ho  corresponded  with 

Frank  And  this  was  what  bad  brought  the  two  men  together  at  the 

" Fr ank  was" Interested  in  Sharpe’s  statement,  with  which  this  story 

the  young  inventor  was  at  once  enthused  with  the  plan  ns 

flharneR  The  distinguished  trnveler  related  many  won- 
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“  But  would  we  not  be  likely  to  have  much  trouble  with  the  Russian 
government  for  invading  that  part  of  Siberia?”  asked  Frank. 

•*  I  have  traveled  all  over  Siberia  without  any  difficulty,”  declared 
Sharpe. 

“  Ah,  that  may  be,”  replied  Frank,  “  but  you  traveled  in  the  usual 
manner  and  alone.  When  it  comes  to  taking  the  machine  and  a  party 
into  the  land  of  the  exile,  the  Czar’s  officials  might  object.” 

Sharpe  saw  Frank’s  point. 

“  I  don’t  think  we  need  have  any  fear,”  he  said.  “  I  will  guarantee 
that  no  harm  shall  come  to  you  or  to  the  Electric  Traveller.  I  am 
sure  that  with  your  wonderful  vehicle  we  can  accomplish  the  explora¬ 
tion  of  that  unknown  land,  and  bring  to  light  much  of  service  to  our- 
selves  and  the  world." 

“  Then  you  believe  that  it  is  really  an  uninhabited,  unexplored 
tract?” 

“  I  believe  it  to  be  unexplored,”  replied  Sharpe;  “  whether  uninhab¬ 
ited  or  not  I  cannot  say.  But  this  I  do  know,  that  many  an  explor¬ 
er,  many  a  daring  party  of  Kurds  has  gone  into  the  Desert  of  Death, 
but  none  have  ever  returned.” 

“  How  do  you  account  for  that?”  asked  Frank  wonderingly. 

“  There  is  no  way  to  account  for  it  save  by  actual  exploration.” 

“  But  suppose  we  should  fall  victims  to  the  same  cause  which  has 
prevented  their  return?" 

"Ido  not  fear  that,"  replied  Sharpe.  “We  would  of  course  be 
better  equipped  and  better  protected  agaiDSt  tbe  perils  of  the  desert. 
I  feel  sure  we  would  succeed.” 

“I  have  no  doubt  of  your  good  judgment,  Mr.  Sharpe,"  said  Frank 
finally,  “and  without  discussing  the  matter  further  I  will  decide  to 
enter  upon  the  project  with  you.  Now,  at  what  time  shall  we  start?” 

Sharpe  was  deliglited. 

He  sprung  up  and  gripped  Frank’s  hand  warmly. 

“  God  bless  yonl”  he  cried.  “  You  have  the  right  spirit,  Mr.  Reade. 
I  will  leave  it  to  you  what  day  we  shall  start  for  Siberia.” 

“  I  think  we  had  better  start  at  once!” 

“  Good  1” 

“  I  have  a  few  preparations  to  make.  I  must  go  back  to  Reades¬ 
town  first  and  see  about  packing  the  machine.  She  is  so  built  that  she 
can  be  taken  apart  and  carried  in  sections  in  a  vessel's  hold.  A  few 
oilier  affairs  will  claim  my  attention  for  a  dny  or  two.  Then  we  will 
be  off.” 

“  Vory  good,"  agreed  Sharpe.  “  I  know  a  smart  little  steamer 
which  we  can  charter  to  take  us  from  New  York  direct  to  Constanti¬ 
nople.  Thence  we  will  find  transportation  across  the  Black  Sea  to 
somesmnll  port  at  the  base  of  the  Caucasus  Mountains.  There  we  may 
disembark,  and  our  journey  through  Asia  will  really  begin.  We  nntst 
bear  north  and  west  across  the  Volga  and  the  Ural,  nnd  over  the 
Steppes  to  Northern  Siberia.  It  Is  a  journey  of  several  thousand  miles, 
but  I  believe  we  can  do  It  all  right." 

«•  a  very  good  course,”  commented  Frank,  “although  a  long  one. 
Is  there  none  shorter?” 

“Oh,  certainly,  by  way  of  the  Balth  and  St.  I'eterstmrg.  But  as 
you  have  already  lullmnied,  there  is  the  prime  danger  of  trouble  with 
i!io  Russian  authorities.” 

"  You  aro  right,"  agreed  Frank,  readily.  “  Your  course  is  the 
best.  We  will  proceed  to  follow  it.” 


T1IB  DESERT  OF  DEATH. 


A  few  moments  later  Frank  was  taking  leave  of  Sharpe  at  the  hotel 
entrance,  lie  took  n  carriuge  anil  drove  to  the  railroad  station. 

The  ucxt  day  lie  was  in  Readestown. 

Ilia  return  was  warmly  welcomed  by  at  least  two  of  the  residents 
of  Ibis  smart  little  city. 

These  were  his  two  fnithful  nieu  and  fellow  travelers,  Barney  and 

F  Barney  O'Shea  was  a  genuine  type  of  the  Celt,  with  fiery  red  hair 
and  a  comicul  brogue.  Pouip  was  a  diminutive  but  plucky  negro, 
black  as  a  coal. 

They  were  two  jolly  rogues  us  ever  lived,  and  exceedingly  fond  of 
playing  practical  jokes  upon  each  other.  That  night,  when  Barney 
received  a  telegram  from  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  announcing  his  purpose 
and  that  be  would  arrive  the  next  day,  the  Celt  was  immensely  pleased. 

•*  Be  me  sowl,  there’s  good  times  coming,"  he  cried.  “  An’  sbure, 
naygur,  it’s  a  thrlp  to  Asia  fer  us.  How’s  Hint  noo?” 

•*  Golly!"  cried  Pomp,  rolling  his  eyes  wildly,  “  dat  am  de  bes'  ling 
I’se  heard  ob  to’  a  long  tune.  Die  chile  gwine  to  tell  yo’  dat  dere  am 
queer  people  out  dar  in  Asia.  I  done  reckon  yo’  bettah  git  yo'  ha’r 
colored  afo’  we  git  dar!” 

Barney  stared  at  his  colleague. 

••  Eh!”  he  ejaculated;  “  phwatdo  yez  mane  by  that  noo,  naygur!” 

“  Suab,  I’isli,  if  dey  see  yo’  out  dar  wif  dat  color  ob  ha'r  yo’  kin 
bet  dat  yo’ll  neber  leave  dat  kentry  alibe.  It  am  too  great  a  curios¬ 
ity  fo’  dem  people  to  let  slip  froo  dere  hands." 

Barney’s  eyes  Bashed. 

<•  Do  yez  mane  to  insult  me!"  he  roared.  “  Shure  there’s  red-head¬ 
ed  people  out  there  as  well  as  inywhere  else,  an'  fer  that  it’s  no  dis¬ 
grace  at  all.  sor.” 

“  Huh!  don’  yo’  mernbah  yo’  jogophry,  sah!  All  de  Roosians  an’ 
de  Turks  am  dark  complected,  sah.  Dey  don’t  know  nufBn  ’bout 
redheads!" 

Barney  spat  on  his  hands. 

“  Be  me  sowl,  I  kin  see  that  yez  are  afther  insultin’  me!”  he  cried. 
“  Shure  I'll  call  ye  down  fer  thot,  sor,  au’  yez  must  retaliate  or  pay 
for  it,  sor!”  u 

Pomp  sniffed  scornfully. 

“  Yo’  kin  talk  dat  way  all  yo’  pleases,”  he  exclaimed,  “but  yo’ 
kain’t  skeer  nobody.  I  don't  keer  no  mor’  fo’  yo’  dan  I  does  fo’  a  lily 
yaller  dorg.  I  jes’  doin'  yo’  a  favor,  sah,  in  telltn’  yo’  to  change  de 
color  ob  yo’  ha’r  befo’  yo'  gits  to  Asia.’’ 

This  was  enough  for  Barney. 

“  Pull  off  yez  coat,  naygur!”  he  gritted;  “  shure  it's  satisfaction  I’ll 
be  afther  havin’  for  Che  insult.” 

“Yo’  don’t  mean  fight,  does  yo’,  I’ish!”  said  Pomp,  meekly,  but 
with  a  queer  glance  in  his  roguish  eyes. 

“  Begorra  I  do  that!” 

“  Yo’  bettah  count  forty  afo’  yo’  gits  in  any  flght  wif  me,  sab.  Jes’ 
fink  it  ober  a  lily  bit.  1  don’t  want  fo’  to  hart  yo’,  child!” 

Pomp’s  game  had  worked  well.  He  had  succeeded  admirably  ip  get¬ 
ting  Barney  worked  op  to  the  right  pitch.  Now  there  would  be  some 
fun. 

The  Celt  let  out  an  angry  snort  and  made  a  biff  at  Pomp.  The  coon 
lowered  his  head  aud  caught  the  blow. 

It  sounded  like  a  wooden  mallet  crashing  on  an  oaken  plank.  The 
coon  only  laughed  and  shook  his  head. 

“  Hit  ’im  ag'in,  chile!”  he  cried.  “  Mah  time  come  nex’,  sah!” 

Again  and  again  Barney  gave  the  coon  a  fearful  whack  on  the  cran¬ 
ium.  He  only  bruised  his  knuckles  aud  made  no  impression  what¬ 
ever  on  the  subject. 

But  as  Pomp  said,  presently  his  time  came. 

Suddenly  when  Barney  had  nearly  exhausted  his  strength  he  gave 
a  sudden  duck  forward  and  drove  his  head  into  the  Celt's  stomach. 
Barney  went  down  like  a  log  and  the  coon  on  top  of  him. 

Then  followed  the  liveliest  kind  of  a  scrap.  Ttiey  rolled  about,  tng- 
gmg  and  panting,  until  finally  exhausted  they  were  compelled  to  de- 

A  few  minutes  later  the  storm  had  passed  and  ttiey  were  at  their 
work  once  more,  laughing  and  jollying  each  other  in  the  merri¬ 
est  kind  of  a  way. 

The  next  day  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  appeared  on  the  scene. 

Then  began  the  liveliest  kind  of  preparations  for  getting  the  Elec- 
wastedaTe  ^  r*ali^  *0r  llle  &reat  Siberian  expedition.  No  time  was 


CHAPTER  II. 

IN  THE  ORIENT. 

hnTlHfn»E/lr<ithiCmTraTel'er  8,loodI,1Pon  >t8  stocks  in  the  great  storage 
building  of  the  machine  works.  It  was,  however,  completed  in  every 

«.nnbllVr™i8»>>sUOn  Frank  had  aimBd  10  build  a  vehicle  in  which  he 
could  travel  with  comparative  ease  across  a  rough  and  perilous  conn- 

The  Traveller  was  light,  and  yet  very  strong.  The  body  was  of  bul- 
et  proof,  though  thinly  rolled  steel.  In  shape  the  Traveller  was  un¬ 
like  any  ordinary  wheeled  vehicle. 

It  was  long  and  narrow,  with  high  sides  pierced  by  various  plate 
glass  windows  and  loopholes.  Forward  was  the-  pilot  house  in  Uie 
f'roTof  thifPm0UVe  ^  reVer8ed’  Tllick  gla«s  windows  were  !n  the 

In  this  pilot  house  was  the  electric  keyboard  which  coverned  the 
engines,  and  by  which  the  machine  was  guided  and  manipulated. 


Back  of  the  pilot  house  was  a  deck  extending  to  the  main  cabin,  so 
C&l  I  Hi! 

Tills  deck  was  covered  with  a  bullet  proof  wire  screening,  also 
pierced  with  loopholes.  On  warm  days  this  deck  wus  a  safe  and  com¬ 
fortable  place  to  abide. 

The  main  cabin  was  a  square  structure  with  an  upper  deck  protected 
by  guard  rails  of  brass.  This  cabin  was  furnished  richly  and  comfort¬ 
ably.  A  powerful  electric  search-light  occupied  the  upper  deck. 

In  the  main  body  of  the  machine  were  the  sleeping  berths,  the  cook¬ 
ing  galley  aud  storerooms.  Every  need  was  provided  for. 

The  running  gear  of  the  Traveller  was  of  ingenious  construction. 
The  springs  were  of  rubber,  and  so  made  that  but  little  jar  was  felt 
over  the  roughest  ground.  Four  wheels  were  under  the  machine  and 
these  were  so  made  that  paddles  could  be  applied  for  the  fording  of 
streams  or  sharp  knives  for  the  cutting  of  a  way  through  jungles. 

But  the  great  invention  of  all  was  the  wonderful  electric  gun.  Two 
of  these  were  aboard  the  Traveller,  fore  and  aft.  They  were  simply 
light,  thin  steel  tubes  with  air  chambers  capable  of  expelling  a  dyna¬ 
mite  shell  a  great  distance,  and  they  were  operated  by  electricity. 

The  explosion  of  one  of  these  shells  was  fearful  to  witness.  A  small 
army  of  men  might  be  exterminated  at  a  blow. 

It  was  with  this  vehicle  that  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  proposed  to  cross 
Asia  and  explore  the  dreaded  Desert  of  Death.  Certainly  he  would 
embark  upon  his  project  with  all  the  necessary  provision  against  the 
perils  of  the  region. 

For  a  day  or  two  Frank  was  very  busy  with  his  preparations  for  de¬ 
parture.  In  due  course  of  time,  however,  all  was  made  ready. 

The  Traveller  was  cleverly  packed  in  sections  aboard  the  cars  and 
shipped  to  the  steamer's  dock  in  New  York.  A  Btanch  little  ves¬ 
sel,  the  Cygnet,  had  been  chartered  for  the  voyage  to  Constanti¬ 
nople, 

There  Daniel  Sharpe  was  on  hand,  and  saw  that  the  machine  was 
properly  stowed  away  in  the  steamer’s  hold.  He  wired  Frank  when 
this  was  accomplished. 

And  so  it  happened  that  the  next  day  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  with  Bar¬ 
ney  and  Pomp,  arrived  in  New  York  and  went  aboard  the  steamer. 
Daniel  Sharpe  awaited  them  there. 

Captain  Brant,  of  the  Cygnet,  was  all  ready,  and  only  awaited  the 
command  to  sail.  A  little  after  the  noon  hour  the  Cygnet  dropped  out 
from  her  dock  and  put  to  sea. 

There  was  no  demonstration  whatever.  Thousands  might  have  been 
at  the  dock  to  see  the  party  off  had  the  facts  been  known. 

But  Frank  had  kept  all  very  quiet,  and  only  bis  own  people  in 
Readestown  knew  of  the  project.  So,  few  who  saw  the  Cygnet  leave 
her  dock  that  day  suspected  her  real  destination,  or  that  she  carried  a 
famous  party  of  explorers  to  the  Orient. 

It  was  not  long  before  they  were  out  of  eight  of  land,  and  only  the 
madly  tossing  waters  of  the  Atlantic  were  about  them.  The  great 
undertaking  was  begun. 

Daniel  Sharpe  was  in  the  highest  of  spirits.  He  could  only  walk  the 
deck  and  talk  enthusiastically  of  the  possibilities  of  the  expedition. 

“  Wo  can  hardly  guess  what  we  may  find  in  that  desert,”  he  declared. 
“No  other  living  beings  of  the  human  species  at  least  will  be  able  to 
say  that  they  have  explored  it.” 

“  What  do  yon  fancy  we  shall  findP’  asked  Frank,  with  interest. 

The  explorer  shook  his  head. 

“  That  I  cannot  say,”  he  answered;  “but  the  possibilities  are  great. 
Of  course,  the  natives  have  all  sorts  of  traditions.  They  fancy  that  a 
great  sea  exists  far  in  the  middle  of  the  desert,  whose  sands  are 
streaked  with  gold.  Others  speak  of  a  race  of  strange  people  who 
live  in  the  foot  hills,  and  are  very  savage  and  war-!ike.  There  are 
tales  of  a  deserted  city  and  many  legends,  too  numerous  to  recount.” 

“  None  of  which  are  reliable?" 

“  A  very  few.  It  is  not  impossible  that  a  salt  lake  or  some  basin 
of  water  may  be  found  in  the  desert.” 

“  Alii” 

“  But  as  a  general  thing,  I  think  that  only  plains  and  dunes  of 
black  sand  exist  there,  save  where  basaltic  rock  makes  a  series  of 
foot  hills.  One's  impression  upon  first  viewing  the  desert,  is  by  no 
means  a  pleasant  one.  The  great  black  expanse  of  shifting  sand 
generally  overhang  by  a  dark  and  cbeeriess  sky,  gives  one  a  Tense  of 
depression.  You  pause  at  its  verge  and  go  no  further.  A  powerful 
instinct  even  turns  the  wild  animals  hack.  Few  invade  that  region  ” 

The  Cygnet  encountered  but  one  really  bard  storm  on  lier  way 
across  the  Atlantic.  She  weathered  this  in  good  fashion,  and  in  due 
course  sighted  Gibraltar,  and  found  her  way  into  the  Mediterranean. 

The  sail  through  the  Blue  Sea  was  most  delightful,  the  islands  of 
the  Archipelago  especially  furnishing  beautiful  spectacles.  Many 
points  of  interest  were  viewed.  1 

Provided  with  the  necessary  papers  it  was  not  difficult  to  reach 
Constantinople.  Hero  the  waters  of  the  Black  Sea  were  spread  to 
view. 

The  Cygnet  and  her  captain  were  taken  leave  of.  Then  Daniel 
Sharpe,  being  by  no  means  a  stranger  in  the  city  of  the  Crescent  be¬ 
gan  to  bargain  fur  transportation  across  the  Black  Sea.  ’ 

The  necessary  point  to  be  reached  was  a  small  port  called  Krako. 

At  length  ..uleiman  el  Kadir,  a  master  of  commerce  on  the  Bla-k 
Sea,  offered  one  of  his  vessels  for  what  seemed  a  reasonable  sum  It 
was  a  Turkish  affair  and  did  not  seem  altogether  seaworthy 

But  the  ship-master  readily  secured  insurance  on  the  can'o  so  the 

<ini  nnnm  Man,‘  t,eTraVellnr  wa8  800c  8lored  away  aboard  the 
bultan  II.  as  the  craft  was  named. 

The  vessel  boasted  of  sails,  hut  these  as  it  transpired  were  little 
used,  except  in  a  light  breeze,  the  material  being  ot  most  rotten  sort. 
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The  principal  power  of  propulsion  being  afforded  by  long  sweeps  man¬ 
ipulated  by  a  dozen  as  villainous-looking  and  dirty  Turkish  sailors  as 
the  human  eye  ever  rested  upon. 

But  under  these  sweeps  the  Sultan  II.  moved  along  at  a  fair  rate  of 
speed.  It  was  a  novel  adventure  for  our  travelers  and  they  rather 
eDjoyed  it. 

It  was  near  nightfall  when  the  Sultan  II.  swung  out  from  the  harbor 
and  started  on  her  voyage.  But  Captain  Suleimau  assured  the  pas¬ 
sengers  in  his  seductive  way  that  the  Black  Sea  was  more  easily  navi¬ 
gated  after  dark,  especially  when  so  valuable  a  cargo  was  aboard. 

“  What  the  deuce  does  he  mean?"  asked  Frank  of  Sharpe:  “  is  there 
any  risk  in  crossing  the  Black  Sen?" 

Not  in  this  vicinity,”  replied  tiie  distinguished  traveler,  “  but 
occasionly  yon  will  run  afoul  of  a  pirate  as  you  near  the  northern 
coast  whither  we  are  bound.  Our  captain  knows  this  and  has  adopted 
every  precaution." 

Here  was  an  unexpected  state  of  affairs.  Frank  was  quite  sur¬ 
prised. 

“  It  is  true  that  I  have  beard  of  pirates  in  the  Black  Sea!"  he  de¬ 
clared,  “  but  I  supposed  of  late  that  the  Sultan  with  his  boasted  navy 
had  suppressed  everything  of  that  sort." 

Sharpe  laughed  at  this. 

“  The  Sultan  has  no  navy  to  speak  of!"  he  declared;  “  the  pirates 
can  bid  him  deliance.  Don’t  you  know  that  the  natural  inclination  of 
a  Turk  is  toward  piracy  anyway?” 

“Ofconrse!”  agreed  Frank.  “Well,  it  behooves  us  to  stand  on 
our  guard.  Are  we  in  good  shape  for  defense?” 

“  I  thiuk  we  might  get  out  our  rifles  and  some  cartridges  on  the  sly," 
suggested  Sharpe.  “  We  must  not  let  Suleiman  or  any  of  the  crew 
suspect  our  purpose.  Half  the  time  these  Turkish  coasters  are  in 
league  with  the  pirates." 

“  Do  you  believe  that?" 

“  I  know  it.  It  may  be  that  our  shipmaster  is  an  honest  man,  but 
in  any  event,  if  we  were  boarded  by  pirates,  we  would  have  to  light  it 
out  alone." 

“  Why  is  that?” 

“  These  dogs  at  the  sweeps  are  the  greatest  cowards  on  earth. 
They  would  lie  down  in  their  shambles  and  be  butchered  before  offer¬ 
ing  resistance.  But  four  of  us  with  good  Winchesters  would  make  a 
good  light.” 

“  Then  we  had  better  be  prepared,"  said  Frank. 

“  There  is  plenty  of  time,”  said  Sharpe.  “  We  are  not  yet  out  of 
the  harbor.  Wait  until  near  miduight  and  we  are  far  out  to  sea;  then 
we  can  work  quietly." 

Barney  and  Pomp  were  made  acquainted  with  the  state  of  affairs. 
They  did  not  evince  a  particle  of  fear.  Indeed,  they  seemed  rather  to 
enjoy  the  prospect. 

“  Begorra,’’  exclaimed  the  Celt,  “  if  we  were  to  get  out  the  electric 
gun,  shure  I  think  we’d  be  afther  making  thim  sick!" 

“  Golly!  I  done  wish  we  could!”  said  Pomp. 

“The  Winchesters  will  do,"  declared  Sharpe.  “I  have  no  doubt 
we  can  repulse  any  attack  made  upou  us.  We  must,  however,  look 
out  for  treachery.” 

“ Treachery?”  exclaimed  Frank;  “do  you  really  suspect  Suleiman?" 

“We  must  suspect  everybody  and  everything  in  an  enemy’s 
country,”  replied  Sharpe,  “or  rather  in  a  foreign  land.  Ostensibly 
they  are  friends,  at  heart  they  are  our  enemies." 

Frank  was  inclined  to  agree  perfectly  with  Sharpe.  The  voyager3 
loitered  about  the  deck  in  an  unconcerned  way  and  later  went  below 
on  the  pretense  of  turning  in. 

They  left  the  shipmaster  Suleiman  on  the  deck,  hurling  Turkish 
oaths  at  the  menials  at  the  sweep  oars.  He  had  betrayed  in  no  man¬ 
ner  the  possibility  of  a  leagueship  with  pirates.  All  outward  sem¬ 
blance  was  of  the  most  honest  sort. 

But  exciting  events  were  in  store  before  the  dawn. 

Frank  and  Sharpe,  rolled  up  comfortubly  in  rugs,  lay  near  the  foot 
of  the  cabin  stairs.  Barney  and  Pomp  were  but  a  few  feet  distant. 
None  of  the  party  were  asleep. 

They  had  been  below  decks  a  couple  of  hours.  Suddenly,  in  the 
companionway  opening,  a  dark  face  appeared.  It  hung  there  a  mo¬ 
ment  in  the  lantern’s  light. 

Then  Suleiman,  for  he  it  was,  came  down  the  ladder  like  a  cat. 

He  stood  like  u  statue  for  a  moment,  ns  if  to  make  sure  that  he  was 
not  heard.  Then  he  passed  from  one  to  another  of  our  adventurers, 
peering  into  their  faces. 

It  was  a  critical  moment,  bat  ns  by  common  assent  each  one 
feigned  sleep.  The  shipmaster  glided  back  silently  to  the  compan¬ 
ion  way. 

Up  the  ladder  he  went  to  the  deck.  . 

Then  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  rose  upon  his  elbow.  Ills  companions  fol¬ 
lowed  suit.  It  was  a  moment  of  intense  excitement. 

“  Now  is  our  time  if  ever,”  whispered  Sharpe.  “I  don  t  know  what 
that  old  Turk  meant,  but  I  do  know  that  something  is  up.  We  must 
be  ready.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

TREACHERY. 

“  Right!"  ngreed  Frank.  “  We  might  as  well  hnvo  the  Winchesters 

in  our  hands  and  be  ready."  .  . 

With  tills  Barney  and  Pomp  arose  and  glided  away  through  me 
hold  to  where  the  effects  of  the  Traveller  were  packed.  Tho  U re-arms 
were  in  a  long  chest,  of  which  Barney  hud  the  key. 

In  a  few  moments  they  had  brought  out  four  repeating  rifles  a 


four  cartridge  belts.  Barney  could  have  ransacked  further  for  smaller 
arms.  But  the  Winchesters  were  considered  sufficient. 

They  now  felt  well  protected.  Four  sixteen-shot  repeating  rifles  in 
the  hands  of  four  men  was  a  battery  not  to  be  despised. 

“  Let  the  dogs  of  Turks  come  on!”  whispered  Sharpe,  excitedly. 
“  We  will  give  them  a  hot  reception." 

“ Indeed  we  will,”  agreed  Frank;  “they  will  think  they  have  run 
up  against  somethmg.” 

Crouched  in  the  hold  of  the  Sultan  II.,  they  awaited  events. 

An  hour  passed.  Then  once  more  the  dark  face  appeared  at  the 
cabin  stairs.  For  a  momeut  it  hovered  there  in  a  listening  attitude. 

Then  the  ship  began  to  undergo  a  peculiar  motion.  She  pitched 
harder,  and  the  groaning  of  the  ours  upon  one  side  ceu3ed  altogether. 

“  What’s  up?"  whispered  Frank. 

"  She  is  coming  about,"  replied  Sharpe;  “they  are  changing  their 
course.  I’ve  a  mind  to  go  out  on  deck  to  see  what  is  the  trouble.” 

“  I’ll  go  with  you,"  said  Frank. 

This  move  was  decided  upou.  Barney  and  Pomp  were  to  follow  at 
the  least  sound  of  a  struggle. 

Up  the  ladder  the  two  explorers  climbed  leisurely,  carrying  their 
rifles  with  them.  The  scene  viewed  on  deck  was  a  peculiarly'  start¬ 
ling  one. 

A  light  from  a  great  lamp  on  the  mainmast  flooded  the  forward 
deck.  In  the  deep  alleys  on  each  side,  the  long  rows  of  sweepsmen 
stood. 

A  gentle  breeze  was  blowing  across  the  sen.  The  moon  made  all  U9 
plain  as  day,  and  just  to  leeward  another  vessel  was  seen.  Land  was 
nowhere  in  sight. 

Forward  in  the  extreme  bow  stood  Suleiman  and  half  a  dozen  of  the 
chosen  members  of  his  crew.  They  were  swinging  a  lantern,  and 
making  signals  apparently  to  the  other  vessel. 

This  was  proved  plainly  enough  when  the  light  of  a  waving  lan¬ 
tern  was  seen  ou  the  deck  of  the  other  ship.  For  a  moment  Frank 
and  Sharpe  gazed  with  interest. 

“  By  Jove  !"  exclaimed  Frank,  “  they  are  signaling  that  vessel.” 

“That  is  precisely  the  case,”  said  Sharpe. 

“I  wonder  whut  the  game  is?” 

“  I  cannot  say  as  yet.” 

“  Is  it  not  odd  that  they  do  not  speak  her,  as  is  the  usual  cus¬ 
tom  ?” 

“There  may  be  a  good  reason  for  that,”  declared  Sharpe.  “We 
shall  soon  find  out  what  it  is  1” 

“  What  do  you  make  of  that  ship  ?  Why  should  Suleiman  lay  along¬ 
side  of  her  ?" 

“  Do  you  know  what  I  think  ?" 

“What?" 

“  She  may  be  a  coaster  like  the  Sultan  II.,  and  in  that  case  all  would 
be  right.  But  down  in  my  heart  I  believe  that  she  is  a  confounded 
pirate  !” 

“A  pirate?"  ' 

“Yes.” 

“Then  this  Suleiman  is  a  rascal  and  is  in  league  with  the  villains!" 

“  That  is  it!” 

There  was  an  interval  of  silence.  Then  Frank  impatiently  look  a 
step  forward. 

“  I  am  not  as  well  acquainted  with  these  Turks  as  you  are,  Sharpe. 
But  I  think  something  ought  to  be  done  very  soon." 

“  I’m  with  you!"  said  Sharpe. 

“  What  shall  we  do?" 

“  Call  the  old  fellow  to  account." 

With  their  rifles  held  carelessly  under  their  arms,  Frank  and  Sharpe 
walked  leisurely  forward.  Not  until  they  were  within  a  very  few  feet 
of  the  Turkish  captain  was  he  made  aware  of  their  presence. 

Then  he  turned  like  a  flash.  His  amazement  and  consternation 
was  comical. 

“  Soul  of  tho  Prophet,”  he  gasped  in  Turkish.  “  I  thought  you 
asleep,  noble  Effendis.  What  can  your  9lave  do?" 

Sharpe  faced  the  old  wretch  in  a  decided  manner,  and  jerking  his 
thumb  toward  the  other  vessel,  asked  in  the  Turkish  language: 

“  What  craft  is  that?” 

Suleiman  was  livid  and  trembling,  ne  saw  that  bis  two  passen¬ 
gers  were  armed,  and  he  began  to  whine. 

“  Ah,  most  noble  Effendl,  do  not  blame  honest  Suleiman.  We  are 
hard  beset  by  the  blood-thirsty  All  Bouari,  the  most  dreaded  of  all 
Brack  Sea  pirates.  He  spares  the  lives  of  none  who  resist  him.  It  is 
our  only  hope  to  surrender!" 

“  What,  you  unconscionable  old  scoundrel!”  roared  Sharpe;  “  were 
you  not  signalling  him  just  now?” 

Suleiman  prostrated  himself. 

“  Oh,  have  pity,  Efl'endl!"  lie  groaned.  “  I  dared  not  refuse.  It 
was  to  spare  your  lives  and  mine!” 

•*  Get  up,  you  filthy  dog!"  said  Sharpe,  contemptuously;  “  you  de¬ 
serve  a  hanging.  Dure  you  tell  me  that  you  would  have  allowed  those 
wretches  to  board  this  ship,  and  also  permitted  them  to  creep  down 
the  cabin  stairs  and  cut  our  throats!" 

“  Mercy,  Effendl!  You  know  not  All  Bounrl!" 

“  I  know  you  for  a  treacherous  dog.  I  know  that  you  are  in  league 
with  those  cut-throats.  But  your  game  did  not  work.  We  suw  you 
come  down  into  the  cabin  to  see  if  we  were  asleep!” 

Suleiman’s  face  was  like  that  of  a  dead  man,  so  great  was  his  ter¬ 
ror.  lie  saw  that  he  was  unmasked. 

Sharpe  gave  a  whistle,  in  a  moment  Barney  and  Pomp  were  on 
deck. 

••  Now  you  black  dog!"  roared  the  distinguished  traveler,  giving  the 
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shipmaster  a  anvage  kick,  "  we  are  all  armed  with  repeating  rifle*  and 
can  shoot  you  down  like  sheep!  Give  word  to  your  oursmen  to  row 
us  for  Kruko  the  quickest  possible  way,  or  your  lives  will  pay  for  i.l 
Lively,  before  that  pirate  gels  aboard!" 

Suleiman  hesitated,  but  the  black  muzzle  cf  Sharpe's  gun  looked 
him  in  the  face.  It  was  uselesB  to  resist. 

So  lie  gave  the  order. 

The  black  galley  slaves  gave  way  with  a  will.  The  Sultan  II.  shot 
away  from  the  pirate  vessel.  A  chorus  of  maddened  yells  came  from 
the  latter. 

Thev  no  doubt  suspected  treachery  on  Suleiman  s  part,  and  at  once 
a  "rent  uproar  arose.  They  came  swiftly  in  angry  pursuit. 

.■  Make  your  men  row  faster!"  cried  Sharpe,  and  the  frightened  Sule¬ 
iman  gave  the  order. 

Away  through  the  darkness  wept  the  chase.  The  pirnte  seemed 
bound  to  overtake  the  Sultan  II.,  and  seemed  to  be  rapidly  gaining. 

This  angered  Sharpe,  who  threatened  the  shipmaster.  But  now  it 
became  a  trifle  dangerous  on  deck. 

The  pirates  bad  opened  lire  upon  the  fleeing  ship.  Bullets  whis¬ 
tled  across  the  deck  in  lively  fashion. 

Frank,  however,  was  equal  to  this  emergency.  Some  of  the  ship's 
cargo,  heavy  bundles  and  bales,  were  piled  up  in  the  stern  to  make  a 
high  bulwark. 

Behind  this  Barney  and  Pomp  stood  and  returned  the  fire.  Of  course 
it  was  at  random,  but  many  shots  told,  as  was  evidenced  by  the  yells 
of  agony  from  the  pirate’s  deck. 

Frank  paraded  the  deck  forward  and  menaced  the  oarsmen. 

And  thus  the  mad  race  went  on  through  the  night.  It  was  hard  to 
tell  which  bad  the  best  of  it.  At  times  the  pirate  ship  came  quite 
near,  and  then  fell  back. 

W  hen  daylight  came  the  pirate’s  deck  could  be  seen  to  be  crowded 
with  rough,  wild-looking  men.  If  they  had  once  boarded  the  Sultan 
II.,  our  adventurers  would  have  had  scant  show.  The  Electric  Travel¬ 
ler  would  have  never  finished  ter  great  trip  to  the  Desert  of  Death, 
and  this  story  never  have  been  written. 

But  with  daylight  the  battle  became  a  hot  one. 

The  exhausted  slaves  at  the  oars  could  hardly  make  the  big  vessel 
move.  The  pirate  gained  slowly. 

But  Barney  and  Pomp  were  now  able  to  use  better  aim,  and  every 
bullet  counted.  The  deck  of  the  pirate  vessel  was  red  with  blood. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  battle  must,  however,  come  to  close  quarters. 
This  would  be  disastrous  for  our  adventurers  as  they  could  plainly  see. 

Frank  new  joined  Barney  and  Pomp,  and  Sharpe  held  surveillance 
over  Suleiman  and  his  crew.  Thus  far  none  of  our  adventurers  had 
received  a  scratch. 

But  now  Barney  lost  the  tip  of  his  little  finger,  and  Frank  received 
a  slight  flesh  wound  in  the  neck.  The  fire  was  getting  close. 

The  rifles  were  deadly  at  long  range,  but  the  Turkish  guns  had  been 
of  little  service  until  now,  that  they  had  come  to  close  quarters. 

Matters  bad  begun  to  look  ominous,  when  a  bugle  pealed  on  the  deck 
of  the  pirate  ship.  Instantly  her  head  came  about,  ber  heavy  sail 
swung  over  and  her  oarsmen  began  to  pull  away  at  an  angle. 

The  chase  was  over. 

The  pirate,  having  nearly  overtaken  her  would-be  prey,  bad  suddenly 
abandoned  the  chase.  Why  this  was,  it  was  not  easy  to  say.  But  an 
explanation  was  at  hand. 

Suleiman  pointed  to  windward  with  a  guttural  exclamation.  A  sail 
was  seen  several  miles  away,  and  bearing  down  upon  them. 

It  seemed  that  succor  was  coming.  Tne  new-comer  proved  to  he  one 
of  the  Sultan’s  cruisers,  commissioned  to  find  and  hang  Ali  Bouari. 

They  hailed  the  Sultan  II.,  and  then  bore  away  in  hot  pursuit.  Soon 
pirate  and  cruiser  vanished  below  the  horizon. 

Never  was  a  whipped  cur  more  servile  or  abject  than  Suleiman  now. 
He  faithfully  promised  to  make  Krako  before  another  dawn. 

Sharpe  was  highly  incensed. 

“  I  feel  like  throwing  the  miserable  dog  overboard!”  lie  gritted.  11  It 
would  be  only  bis  just  deserts.” 

“  It  would  be  eminently  proper,  did  we  know  the  way  to  Krako!” 
said  Frank.  1 

The  voyagers  had  good  reason  for  mutual  congratulations.  They 
had  met  and  defeated  one  of  the  most  ncted  pirates  of  the  Black 
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They  bad  come  ont  of  the  conflict  comparatively  unscathed 
incident  was  good  preparation  for  what  was  to  come. 

,,  7?.  “Ih  “  “*/■  a"reei1  the>'  made  Krako  the  next  morning.  Here 
r0”8,  8hlPma8ler  was  paid  oil  and  allowed  to  go,  which 
was  clever  treatment  for  him. 

■wl®  el|etCtii°TuaVel,,er’.al1  in8ections,  had  been  transported  to  the 
shore.  It  wa3  all  ready  for  adjustment. 

0 ■  Caucasians,  Kurds,  and  a  heterogeneous  mass  o 
Cr°™?}  down  10  Ul«  It'tle  quay  to  witness  th< 
Km!!.,  travelers.  Wild,  savage-looking  wretches  they  were  ir 
Die  r  costumes  of  various  sorts.  The  Kurds  #ere  fanciful  in  red  am 
tul  i  W°?S  1,16  Turki#h  fez.  But  the  wild  Kirghiz  am 

east,  8a  rlhUnr  °f  lhfi  StPPI’es  wore  only  the  skins  of  wile 
beasts.  A  flerce-.ooking  crew  they  were. 


CHAPTEH  IV. 

HELD  UP  BY  THIEVES. 

But  our  travelers  had  little  reason  to  fear  them. 

r801  aDd  l.he  Rn98ian  governor  of  the  town  came 
J"Wair,armP°U  W“>-’  t0  ‘"’P”01  the  passports  which  Frank  had 
secured  in  Constantinople.  After  this  there  was  no  difflcultv. 


Barney  and  I’omp  quickly  unpacked  the  sections  of  tin  “•chJ"„e 
and  began  to  adjust  them.  The  ring  of  hammer  on  steel  tilled  the  air. 

After  settling  with  the  authorities,  Frank  and  Daniel  Sharpe  lent  a 
band.  Very  soon  Hie  body  of  the  Traveller  was  joined  together  ana 
placed  upon  the  running  gear. 

The  electric  engines  and  batteries  were  all  right,  and  In  a  few  hours 
the  machine  was  complete.  Then  followed  the  work  of  putting  t'je 
stores  and  equipments  aboard  and  selling  things  to  rights. 

This  consomed  the  rest  of  the  day,  so  that  the  start  was  deferred 
until  the  next  morning.  The  night  was  spent  aboard  the  Traveller  on 
the  quay. 

The  search-light’s  glare  lit  up  the  vicinity,  and  precluded  any  possi¬ 
bility  of  an  attack  from  sneak  thieves.  Yet  all  night  savage-looking 
fellows  hovered  about  the  spot. 

“  if  it  were  not  for  the  Sultan’s  orders  which  we  have  we  might  ex¬ 
pect  trouble  with  those  chaps,”  said  Sharpe,  “  hut  that  alone  keeps 
them  in  check.” 

“  That  would  be  unpleasant,”  declared  Frank. 

“  Indeed  it  would  right  here  and  now.  But  we  may  look  for  some 
experiences  with  the  Kirghiz,  all  of  whom  are  robbers,  when  we  gel 
up  into  the  mountains.  It  will  he  well  to  be  prepared.” 

•*  Bejabers,  they’ll  niver  want  to  tbry  any  av  their  games  aftlier  tne 
electhric  guns  get  afther  ihim!”  declared  Barney. 

“  Golly!”  sniffed  Pomp:  “  1  done  link  dat  a  lily  bit  ob  de  Winches¬ 
ters  make  dem  sick.” 

“  I  am  of  that  opinion  myself,”  agreed  Frank. 

But  Daniel  Sharpe  shook  his  head. 

“  These  fellows  are  brave  and  reckless  in  battle,”  be  said, 
would  never  do  to  take  chances  with  them.” 

“  We  will  proceed  with  all  caution,  then,”  said  Frank.  “  By 
way,  are  there  plenty  of  passes  in  the  Caucasus?" 

‘‘I  have  learned  of  one  which  will  take  us  over  to  the  plain  of 
Kuban  river.  It  is  a  small  stream,  and  once  across  that  we  can  strike 
due  northeast  for  the  delta  of  the  Volga.  The  country  is  extremely 
low  and  marshy,  and  I  should  advise  holding  a  northerly  course  to  the 
Russian  town  of  Sarepta  at  the  head  of  the  delta.  We  can  cross 
there  and  then  we  must  cross  a  very  low  plain  to  the  Ural.  After 
that  comes  the  Steppes  and  no  further  difficulty.” 

With  this  route  so  carefully  mapped  out  the’travelers  felt  confident. 
Sharpe  had  traveled  this  region  in  younger  life  ami  was  fuirly  familiar 
with  it. 

The  next  morning  at  an  early  hour  the  Electric  Traveller  was  uuder 
wav. 
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She  quickly  left  Krako  behind,  and  passing  many  small  huts  and 
scattering  hamlets  where  life  wa9  conducted  in  a  wretched  fashion, 
ttiey  in  due  time  found  themselves  in  the  passes  of  the  Caucasus. 

Great  cliffs  rose  upon  either  side  with  defiles  and  clefts  innumer¬ 
able.  The  forest  growth  was  scraggy  and  sparse.  In  fact  it  was  just 
such  a  spot  as  one  would  expect  to  encounter  Ali  Baba  and  bis  Forty 
Thieves  of  Arabian  night’s  fame. 

There  seemed  to  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  one  great  peril  in  threading  these 
defiles.  There  wns  admirable  opportunity  for  a  foe  to  roll  heavy 
stones  down  upon  the  machine  from  fur  above. 

Of  course  this  would  be  a  serious  matter  for  the  Traveller.  One 
huge  bowlder  might  disable  it  and  leave  the  occupants  at  the  mercy 
of  the  barbarian  foe. 

So  a  sharp  watch  was  kept  of  these  heights.  Barney  and  Pomp, 
with  rilles  ready,  satin  the  pilot  house  scanning  the  cliff  heights 
closely. 

But  whether  the  robbers  overlooked  this  method  of  attack  or  deemed 
it  unnecessary  it  was  not  eusy  to  say,  but  they  certaiuly  did  not  adopt 

Frank  was  at  the  steering  lever,  and  Sharpe  was  near  him,  when 
suddeply  the  young  inventor  swept  the  lever  back  and  brought  the 
machine  to  a  full  stop. 

“  Jove!"  exclaimed  Sharpe,  “  it  has  come!” 

These  words  expressed  the  idea  exactly.  The  critical  moment  had 
come. 

As  if  by  magic  a  body  of  horsemen  appeared  in  the  defile. 

A  more  villainous-looking  crew  could  hardly  be  imagined.  The 
worst  types  of  Oriental  ruffianism  were  represented. 

Every  man  was  armed  to  the  teeth.  They  eat  immovably  upon  their 
Tartary  horses  directly  in  the  path  of  the  machine.  They 'blocked  the 
entire  pass,  making  a  human  barrier  not  to  be  despised. 

For  a  moment  our  adventurers  critically  studied  them.  Then  Frank 
exclaimed:  * 
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lucky  that  we  are  well  protected. 

“  If  we  were  afoot,  our  throats  would  be  cut  from  ear  to  ear  "  a™ 
Sharpe.  *  1 

“  I  believe  you.” 

“  wba’  am  vo’  gwine  to  do,  Marse  Frank?”  asked  Pomp. 

“  Wait  a  few  moments  and  let  us  see  what  action  they  will  make  1 
oaid  Frank. 

“  Here  it  comes!”  ejaculated  Sharpe. 

One  of  the  barbarians  now  ambled  his  horse  forward.  He  was  in 
parently  the  leader  of  the  party.  ap 

He  held  up  one  hand  in  token  of  a  trace.  Frank  recognized  it  am 
stepped  ont  onto  the  forward  deck.  °  u,  am 

Then  the  parley  began. 

„  a9ked  Frank  in  Hie  best  Turkish  he  could  demand 

“  What  will  you  have,  Effendi  ?”  manu 

“  By  l,le  beard  of  Allah  !”  exclaimed  the  robber  chief.  ••  You  hav 
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invaded  the  land  of  our  sires  and  as  fortune  you  must  pay  for  it.  We 
demand  a  ransom.” 

Frank  replied  with  dignity. 

“  We  travel  with  passports  from  both  the  Turkish  and  Russian  •gov¬ 
ernments.  If  you  interfere  with  us,  you  hang  for  it  1” 

A  scornful  laugh  wag  the  reply. 

“  Know  that  passports  are  of  no  account  in  these  hills,  Effendi.  If 
you  refuse  to  pay  ransom  we  must  seize  your  chariot  and  death  will 
be  your  portion  1” 

Frank  saw  that  it  was  of  no  use  whatever  to  attempt  argument. 
There  was  no  doubt  but  that  the  mountain  robbers  meant  to  seize  the 
machine  and  confiscate  everything  of  value. 

"  Then  those  are  your  best  terms  f”  asked  Frank. 

“They  are,  Etlendi.  Do  you  yield V 

“  How  large  a  ransom  do  you  require  V’ 

“  Ten  thousand  piasters  1” 

Frank  knew  that  this  was  no  vary  large  sum,  the  piaster  represent¬ 
ing  only  about  live  cents.  But  he  had  no  thought  of  paying  even  so 
small  an  amount  for  ransom. 

In  the  first  place  he  did  not  deem  it  necessary,  and  again  he  did 
not  believe  in  the  sincerity  of  the  robbers.  After  they  had  got  the 
piasters  they  would  demand  more,  or  work  some  treacherous  game  to 
get  all  into  their  power. 

Assured  of  this,  the  young  inventor  had  no  idea  of  knuckling  to  the 
foe.  But  he  fenced  with  the  truce  bearer  to  gain  time. 

“  Your  request  is  exorbitant,”  he  replied.  “  We  will  not  acceed  to 
it,  sirrah.” 

The  face  of  the  robber  grew  black. 

“  Then  you  refuse?”  he  asked. 

“  Can  you  make  no  better  terms?” 

“  None,  sirrah.” 

“  It  will  be  well  for  you  to  clear  the  pass  and  let  us  go  on,”  said 
Frank,  persuasively.  “  We  are  armed  and  can  make  a  hard  light. 
You  will  rue  the  moment  you  attack  us.” 

The  robber  truce  bearer  laughed  scornfully. 

“  Take  the  consequences  then,  Etlendi!”  he  yelled.  “  May  your 
blood  be  upon  your  own  heads!  Death  is  your  portion!" 

With  which  he  wheeled  his  horse  and  dashed  away  up  the  pass. 
Frank  ftent  back  into  the  pilot  house. 

“  It  means  a  battle,”  said  Sharpe. 

“  Yes!” 


“  I  think  we  can  give  them  a  rich  lesson!” 

“  So  do  1!” 

“  It  would  have  been  impossible  to  treat  with  them  anyway.” 

“  Oh,  certainly!  If  we  had  attempted  such  a  thing,  they  would 
have  tried  some  treacherous  game.” 

With  this,  preparations  were  at  once  made  for  defense.  Frank  could 
have  used  the  forward  electric  guu  and  swept  the  foe  from  his  path 
like  flies. 

But  it  would  mean  terrible  slaughter,  and  to  this  he  was  much 
averse.  He  preferred  to  give  the  foe  a  mild  beating  with  as  little 
bloodshed  as  possible. 

So,  with  their  Winchesters  and  plenty  of  ammunition  at  hand,  the 
defenders  of  the  Traveller  awaited  the  attack.  It  was  uot  long  in  com¬ 
ing. 

The  robbers  filled  the  defile  with  their  savage  yells.  Then  they  came 
on  to  the  attack. 

Galloping  madly  up  within  a  few  yards  of  the  machine,  they  threw 
themselves  from  their  horses’  backs,  and  rushed  forward  on  foot  to 
board  the  Traveller. 

“  Nowl"  cried  Frank  Reade,  Jr.;  “this  is  our  time.  Give  it  to 
them!” 


The  Winchesters  cracked  with  deadly  effect.  The  repeaters  ware 
worked  just  as  rapidly  as  possible.  It  was  a  steady  volley  of  the  most 
deadly  sort.  . 

Human  courage  could  not  face  such  a  deadly  fire.  TheTobbers 
wavered,  fell  back  and  lied,  leaving  full  a  dozen  of  their  number  dead 
behind  them. 

“Hurrah!”  cried  Sharpe.  “  We  have  giveu  them  a  good  beating. 
Victory  is  ours.”  . 

Barney  and  Pomp  cheered  lustily.  They  were  thoroughly  imbued 
with  the  spirit  of  the  affair. 

The  robbers  hastily  sought  refuge  behind  an  angle  in  the  pass,  lint 
Frank  moved  the  Traveller  forward.  . 

The  Winchesters  kept  the  pass  so  full  of  flying  bullets  that  the  rob¬ 
bers  were  compelled  to  ride  hard  to  keep  out  of  runge.  The  attack 
upon  the  Traveller  was  a  failure. 

Through  the  intricate  defiles  the  pursuit  went,  until  finally  the  great 
Clifls  begau  to  lower  and  the  open  country  was  seen  beyond. 

Eater  in  the  day  the  Caucasus  range  was  low  on  the  horizon,  and 
the  machine  was  speeding  over  low,  moist  plains,  on  its  way  tobarepta 
and  the  hend  of  the  Volga’s  delta. 

For  days  the  Traveller  picked  its  way  across  the  low  area,  fording 
Btreams  and  skirling  lakes,  until  finally  the  greut  Russian  river  came 

l° I l  'was  very  broad  and  marshy  at  this  point,  but  Frank  determined 

t0 1  le'did  not  venture  to  visit  Sarepta,  for  he  did  not  know  what  trouble 
he  might  become  involved  in  there  will,  the  somewhat  obtuse  Rus¬ 
sian  authorities.  So  the  Traveller  slid  into  the  waters  of  the  Volga 
and  the  great  feat  was  begun  of  crossing  this  mighty  river. 

The  paddles  were  thrown  out  from  the  machine  of  the  wheels  and  she 
Hwunn  out  into  tho  current, 
any  heudwuy. 
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For  u  Lime  it  was  a  hard  light  to  make 


When  the  opposite  shore  was  reached  it  was  at  a  point  full  five 
miles  below  and  nearer  the  Caspiau  Sea.  But  a  Bafe  landing  was 
made.  It  only  remained  now  to  cross  the  Ural  river  to  gain  the  re¬ 
gion  of  the  Steppes. 


CHAPTER  V. 

AMONO  THE  KllIRGHIZ. 

Asia  seemed  now  quite  near  at  hand.  The  spirits  of  the  voyagers 
were  greatly  revived,  for  one  of  the  greatest  obstacles  of  the  trip  had 
been  overcome. 

No  lime  was  lost  in  once  more  getting  under  way.  But  if  the  area 
of  depression  from  the  Black  Sea  to  the  Volga  was  marked,  that  upon 
which  they  now  entered  was  doubly  marked. 

Swamps  almost  impassable  lay  to  the  southward.  The  travelers 
were  obliged  to  keep  continually  working  northward. 

The  country  was  wretched  and  almost  depopulated.  There  was 
little  sustenance  for  human  life  in  such  a  barren  region. 

But  in  due  course  ofjtime  all  these  obstacles  were  happily  overcome, 
and  the  machine  one  day  came  cut  of  a  forest  upon  the  banks  of  a 
widely  rolling  river.  This  was  the  Ural. 

Beyond  this  was  Aeia.  The  river  was  the  dividing  line. 

The  Ural  did  not  prove  so  hard  a  stream  to  cross  as  the  Volga. 
The  machine  and  the  travelers  were  soon  upon  the  opposite  side. 

As  it  was  a  pleasant  spot  in  the  shade  of  a  grove  of  trees,  Frank  de¬ 
cided  to  make  a  half  day's  halt  here  to  rest,  and  also  to  regulate  the 
machinery  of  the  Traveller.  The  others  were  glad  of  this. 

It  gave  Barney  and  Pomp  an  opportunity  to  go  duck  shooting,  for 
game  was  very  plentiful  in  the  vicinity.  Daniel  Sharpe  began  to  map 
out  a  new  and  shorter  route  across  the  Steppes  to  the  Desert  of 
Death. 

The  next  day  the  journey  was  resumed.  The  machine  was  soon 
bowling  away  across  the  smooth  surface  of  the  Steppes. 

A  wild,  desolate  region  was  now  spread  to  view. 

To  the  east  and  south  lay  the  uncivilized  regious  of  Turkestan;  to 
the  west,  the  mighty  chain  of  the  Ural  mountains. 

Every  hour  now  drew  them  nearer  the  wilds  of  Siberia. 

For  two  days  the  machine  bowled  along  without  encountering  any 
sign  of  human  life.  At  night  the  wolves  came  in  immense  droves 
about  the  machine,  and  made  the  night  hideous  with  their  howls. 

In  their  voracious  hunger  they  even  ventured  to  make  an  effort  to 
come  aboard  the  Traveller.  But  as  a  general  tiling  the  bright  glare 
of  the  search-light  kept  them  off. 

Thus  matters  went  on,  until  on  the  third  day  the  machine  began  to 
descend  a  long  slope  into  a  deep  sink  or  depression  many  miles  long. 

A  great  lake  or  inland  sea  was  seen  some  distance  away  to  the  east¬ 
ward,  and  Daniel  Sharpe  remarked  this  fact. 

“  I’ll  wager  this  depression  was  once  the  bed  of  a  lake  such  as  that," 
hejsaid;  “  the  whole  topography  of  the  country  would  proclaim  it.” 

“  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,”  agreed  Frank;  “  hello!  what  is  that  down 
there!” 

He  pointed  to  the  center  of  the  depression.  The  glimmer  of  water, 
probably  a  small  basin  of  water,  showed  through  green  foliage.  But  in 
the  verge  of  the  clump  of  trees  were  a  number  of  dwellings. 

These  were  of  the  rudest  description,  some  of  them  being  simply 
tents  of  the  skin  of  wild  beasts  hung  upon  poles.  But  they  showed 
that  at  last  human  habitations  had  been  found. 

That  these  natives  were  Kirghiz  there  was  no  manner  of  doubt. 
Nomads  pure  and  simple. 

Flocks  of  goats  and  sheep  fed  upon  the  green  slope.  These  were 
guarded  by  mounted  men  and  dogs. 

No  wolf  dared  venture  within  calling  distance  of  a  Kirghiz  settle¬ 
ment.  Those  people  were  ardent  hunters  of  the  scavengers  of  the 
Steppes. 

With  their  fleet  little  Tartary  horses  they  could  run  down  and  lasso 
any  wolf.  In  a  trice  off'  would  come  his  skm,  and  it  would  furnish 
either  clothing  or  material  for  a  dwelling. 

So  the  sheep  and  goats,  driven  from  place  to  place,  were  eyed,  no 
doubt,  longingly  by  the  ravenous  wolf,  but  the  latter  knew  belter  than 
to  venture  an  attack.  The  loss  of  his  soft  coat  would  be  the  certain 
result. 

The  Kirghiz  are  perhaps  the  wildest  and  most  untamable  nomads  of 
the  Steppes. 

In  the  presence  of  a  superior  force  they  are  sullenly  peaceable.  But 
when  the  advantage  of  numbers  or  position  lies  with  them,  they  never 
fail  to  take  it,  and  ns  robbers  and  cut-throats  Asia  does  not  furnish 
their  equal.  The  Kurds,  their  more  civilized,  but  no  less  villainous 
prototypes,  alone  approach  them. 

As  the  machine  entered  the  depression,  it  was  of  course  at  once 
seen  by  the  barbarians.  The  effect  upon  them  was  somewhat  sur¬ 
prising. 

The  little  camp  was  Instantly  in  an  uproar. 

It  was  safe  enough  to  assert  that  full  two-thirds  of  the  rascals  had 
Dover  before  seen  a  wheeled  vehicle.  Therefore,  the  Traveller  was  a 
revelation  to  them. 

They  hognn  to  huddle  In  the  clump  of  trees,  and  some  ran  precipi¬ 
tately  toward  the  other  end  of  the  depression.  Tho  Traveller  quickly 
came  to  a  stop  one  hundred  yurds  from  the  grove. 

The  Kirghiz  could  be  seen  for  some  while  skulking  among  the  trees. 
But  finally  one  of  their  number  veulnreii  to  come  out. 

He  showed  himself  carefully  at  first,  wit li  both  arms  upraised  in 
token  of  niuity.  Then  he  slowly  walked  toward  the  machine. 

It  was  evident  that  he  bad  been  selected  us  the  spokesman  of  the 
party.  Tho  others  kept  buck  under  cover. 
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In  appoaronce  the  Kirghiz  made  aa  pronounced  a  type  of  primitive 
man  aa  one  could  well  imagine.  Ho  was  only  half  clad  in  the  tattered 
piecea  of  wolf  akin,  but  Ilia  form  was  intensely  muscular. 

1  The  corda  of  Ins  arina  and  hack,  as  well  aa  of  his  calves,  were  knotted 
bueely.  He  was  a  savage  Hercules. 

His  lace  was  brutish  in  its  cast,  with  black,  deep-set  eves  and  hair 
of  the  moat  raven  black.  A  comic  cap  set  fantastically  upon  bis 
head. 

He  came  on  until  quite  near  the  Traveller.  Frank  and  Sharpe  were 
at  the  rail.  The  Kirghiz  spokesman  bowed  low  in  the  fashion  of  his 
people  and  spoke  in  a  grum  voice.  To  the  surprise  of  our  adventur¬ 
ers  he  spoke  in  the  Turkish  language. 

Had  It  been  otherwise  lie  could  uol  have  made  himself  understood, 
for  the  liugo  of  the  Steppes  is  incomprehensible. 

"I  salute  thee,  noble  Etlendis,”  lie  said,  suavely;  “  the  blessing  of 
Allah  wait  upon  thee.  Whence  coinest  thou  and  what  wilt  thou  ask 
ol  the  poor  Kirghiz  V 

*■  We  salute  you,  EfTendi  I”  replied  Frank.  “We  ask  nothing  of 
you  and  your  peoplb  but  friendship." 

The  Kirghiz  spokesman  for  a  moment  seemed  surprised.  Then  he 
bowed  almost  to  the  earth. 

“  Allah  preserve  thee,”  he  replied.  “  We  are  enemies  to  none!” 

“  I  am  glad  to  hear  that,”  replied  Frank,  bluntly;  “but  how  iloes 
it  happen  that  you,  a  Kirgiiiz,  cuu  speak  the  Turkish  language  so  well? 
Were  you  ever  in  Turkey!” 

Again  the  Kirghiz  bowed. 

“  That  I  was,  noble  Eflleudi,”  he  replied.  “  Was  I  not  captured  in 
battle  with  the  accursed  Kurds,  and  carried  to  Constantinople  where  I 
dwelt  in  slavery  mauy  years?  Happy  the  day  for  Ali  Mahmoo  when  he 
escaped  and  returned  to  his  people!” 

“  The  fellow  is  quite  intelligent,’'  said  Sharpe;  “  probably  we  can 
make  friends  with  this  tribe  through  him.  I  am  glad  of  that,  for  we 
are  not  far  from  the  Desert  of  Death,  and  maybe  these  Kirgiiiz  can  tell 
us  something  about  it.” 

“  Good,”  agreed  Frank.  “  Will  you  not  talk  with  him?” 

“  If  you  wish.” 

With  this,  Sharpe  began  a  lively  conversation  with  the  fellow.  In  a 
short  while  Ali  Mahmoo  became  very  friendly,  and  even  ventured 
aboard  the  machine. 

When  he  learned  that  the  travelers  were  Americans  from  a  far  part 
of  the  earth,  and  not  Turks  or  Russians,  he  was  completely  restored  in 
confidence.  He  at  once  unbosomed  himself. 

And  the  rest  of  the  Kirghiz  tribe,  upon  learning  that  they  were  not 
to  be  attacked  or  carried  into  slavery,  came  out  of  their  hiding  and 
manifested  great  friendliness. 

The  tribe  was  not  a  large  one,  Ali  Mahmoo  being  the  chief.  There 
were  perhaps  three  hundred  souls  in  all. 

The  women  and  children  kept  at  a  respectful  distance,  but  the  men 
came  boldly  up  to  the  machine.  Powerful  barbarians  they  were. 

Frank  greeted  them  ali  pleasantly.  He  showed  them  many  elec¬ 
trical  marvels,  which  to  them  were  simply  miraculous. 

Ali  Mahmoo  had  heard  much  of  the  Desert  of  Death.  He  was  anx¬ 
ious  to  accompany  the  Traveller  to  its  borders. 

Aa  grazing  was  good,  even  to  the  borders  of  the  desert,  the  rest  of 
the  tribe  readily  agreed  to  transport  their  settlement  thither.  Frank 
would  have  dissuaded  them,  but  Sharpe  said: 

“  Let  them  go.  It  is  possible  that  they  may  be  of  much  assistance 
to  us.” 

In  the  meanwhile  Barney  and  Pomp  had  struck  up  a  jolly  acquaint¬ 
ance  witli  the  Khirghiz  huntsmen.  Though  neither  understood  the 
tongue  of  the  other,  they  managed  to  converse  in  a  comical  manner 
by  means  of  motions  and  signs. 

The  Khirghiz  seemed  to  take  a  great  fancy  to  the  two  jokers.  There 
were  mauy  jests  and  much  laughter. 

Barney  and  Pomp  were  invited  to  witness  a  “  liuly  guly,”  as  the 
Khirghiz  called  it.  A  hundred  or  more  expert  horsemen  on  their 
little  black  ponies  performed  all  manner  of  feats. 

They  rode  under  their  horses’  necks,  silting  on  their  haunches,  or 
standing  on  their  heads  in  the  saddle,  picking  up  small  articles  at 
lullipteil,  and  many  other  tricks  too  numerous  to  enumerate. 

Then  a  captive  wolf  was  liberated  and  rare  sport  followed.  A  mad 
race  began  to  head  off  the  beast  and  see  which  should  first  place  the 
long  baiter  or  lasso  about  his  neck. 

In  the  scramble  many  horses  went  down  in  a  hpap.  But  they  were 
^ 16  dd  their  backs  again  in  a  twinkling. 

The  wolf,  headed  off  in  one  direction,  whirled  about  and  shot  away 
in  another.  It  was  no  easy  matter  to  corner  him. 

And  so  .he  exciting  chase  went  on  until  one  side  or  the  other  won. 
In  the  end  the  victor  claimed  the  wolf's  pelt. 

"Bejabers,  naygur!”  cried  Barney,  “ it’s  a  sorrv  pair  we  nre  that 
we  can  t  show  tbim  a  bit  av  riding  oursilves.  Phwat  kin  yez  do!” 

Golly .  exclaimed  the  coon.  “  It  am  jes’  as  natural  fo*  me  to  ride 
a  horse  as  it  am  to  breathe,  sah.” 

.8,?,y!.  WoU.  DOW,  we'll  thry  it,”  cried  the  Celt;  “pick 
Out  a  horse  an'  I’ll  do  the  same  shure.” 

*ni?ilt,u,agIiSf.d  l!’e  W.;  •*  lMl'take  dat  flea  bitten  gray  pony.” 

All  roight.  I'll  take  the  black  an’  wlioile  ”  1 

8e5pme1 !  0nly  100  d8l,S>'ted  to  have  the  two  jokers  come 
iDto  the  game.  The  horsea  named  were  selected 

ohey  Wel?  Ied  °?t  one  of  the  Kirghiz  by  eloquent  signs 
tried  to  prevail  upon  the  two  jokers  not  to  attempt  to  ride  them.  '  In 
fact,  he  endeavored  to  show  that  they  were  tricky  and  thoroughly  bad. 


•  CHAPTER  VI. 

A  DASHING  PAIR  OF  RIDERS. 

But  Barney  was  not  to  be  abashed  by  such  a  representation.  Hie 
line  Hibernian  blood  was  up,  and  as  he  looked  the  horse  over  critical¬ 
ly,  lie  cried:  „,,,,  T„ 

“  Shure,  the  liorso  niver  was  born  cud  throw  an  u  Mien,  it  a  a 
good  chance  to  show  yez  bow  au  Oirisbinan  kin  roide.  Yez  should 
have  seen  me  when  I  won  the  Tipperary  stakes  wansl.  Shure,  they 
all  suid  I  was  the  foinest  rider  in  Olrelund." 

Pomp  hesitated  when  lie  looked  at  the  eyes  of  the  flea-bitten  gray, 
for  they  were  wicked. 

But  be  caught  the  contemptuous  smile  winch  Barney  gave  him. 
That  settled  It. 

All  the  Kirghiz  horsemen  gathered  about.  They  looked  ominous 
enough  when  the  saddle  was  placed  upon  Barney's  horse. 

But  the  Celt  was  as  cool  and  matter-of-fact  us  could  be.  He  laugh¬ 
ed  gnyly  as  lie  stepped  lightly  forward  and  vaulted  upon  his  steed’s 
back. 

Pomp  at  once  backed  the  gray.  The  two  horses  stood  as  motion¬ 
less  as  marble  statues. 

Barney  fitted  hie  feet  into  the  stirrups,  and  then  said: 

“  Clang,  yez  misfit!” 

Then  something  happened. 

The  Celt  was  ready  to  take  his  oath  afterwards  that  the  black  horse 
stood  on  bis  head,  and  then  turned  flip-flop.  However  it  was,  he  sail* 
ed  lightly  as  a  feather  into  a  heap  of  brambles  some  yards  away. 

Pomp’s  eyes  were  like  saucers  when  lie.saw  this.  He  was  so  inter¬ 
ested  and  intent  upon  watching  the  gymnastics  of  the  Celt,  that  lie 
never  thought  of  speaking  to  bis  steed  at  all.  So  be  simply  sat  still 
in  the  saddle  and  was  safe. 

The  Kirghiz  standing  about  nearly  had  a  fit.  They  shook  their  bar¬ 
barian  sides  and  roared. 

Barney  scrambled  out  of  the  bushes  ns  quickly  as  lie  could.  For  a 
moment  be  was  crestfallen. 

He  shook  himself,  adjusted  a  crick  in  his  back,  and  looked  at  the 
black  and  white  pony.  He  looked  small  enough  to  fit  nicely  into  the 
Celt’s  pocket. 

Barney  was  stumped  for  the  moment.  But  the  laughter  which  he 
witnessed  roused  his  dander  again,  and  he  was  determined  not  to  give 
up. 

“  Bejabers,  I  niver  was  beat  by  a  horse  yet,  not  to  say  a  pony,”  he 
muttered.  Then  be  saw  Pomp  luokiug  at  him  with  a  broad  griu. 

That  settled  it. 

“  I’se  waitin'  fo’  yo’,  mah  friend!”  cried  the  coon.  “Am  yo’  cornin’ 
to  ride!” 

“  Bejabers,  I  am  that!”  cried  the  Celt.  “  I  hope  yez  will  be  afther 
pardoning  the  delay,  sor.” 

Willi  which  Barney  again  leaped  onto  the  black  pony’s  back.  This 
time  lie  adopted  new  tnclics. 

He  knew  that  the  process  by  which  be  had  been  evicted  from  the 
saddle,  was  simply  that  which  iB  known  on  the  plaius  of  the  wild  West 
aa  “bucking.” 

So  be  simply  lengthened  the  reins,  and  placing  both  bands  behind 
him,  gripped  the  back  of  the  saddle.  Then  he  once  more  sucked  his 
tooth,  and  said  ; 

“  Clang!” 

Again  the  same  display  of  pyrotechnics.  But  this  time  the  Celt 
stuck.  The  pony  was  unable  to  get  him  off.  He  hung  to  the  saddle  like 
grim  fate. 

Pomp  had  adopted  both  tactics  and  the  two  ponies  bucked  only  in 
vain.  Then  they  tried  other  methods.  It  was  an  exhibition  which 
delighted  the  Kirghiz. 

“  Begorra,  yez  will  niver  get  me  off  this  toime,”  cried  Barney, 
“  share  I  have  the  best  av  yez  1” 

“  I'll  bet  yo’  mah  bat  yo’  gits  off  fust,”  yelled  Pomp. 

“  I’ll  lake  yez  1”  retorted  Barney. 

Then  something  new  happened. 

Both  ponies  shot  off' at  right  angles  on  the  mad  run.  Neither  rider 
made  any  effort  to  check  them. 

And  they  did  run  like  greyhounds.  Bat  suddenly  each  turned  in  a 
circle. 

With  their  heads  down  there  was  no  telling  what  would  follow. 
Neither  seemed  to  see  the  other.  At  any  rate  they  shot  toward  ea^li 
other  like  catapults. 

The  Kirghiz  lifted  their  hands  and  yelled  a  warning. 

Too  late  ! 

Pomp’s  grey  struck  the  black  pony  in  the  flanks.  In  an  instant 
men  and  horses  were  in  a  heap.  For  a  moment  the  °reat  cloud  of 
dust  bid  them. 


±  iivt  mot  icuinij; 


».*«3  **»t*tui  iui  icm  bum  tue  mcKiess  riuer 

But  as  the  dust  cleared  a  really  comical  seem 


had  come  to  harm, 
was  revealed. 

The  two  ponies  were  racing  with  ail  speed  in  opposite  directions 
across  the  plain.  But  they  were  riderless. 

While  facing  each  other  stood  the  two  riders,  for  they  had  hastily 
scrambled  to  their  feet  after  the  fall.  3 

Pomp  was  holding  his  bands  to  a  swelled  eve,  while  Barney  was 
nursing  a  terrific  bruise  on  the  cheek.  Both  were  mad  clear  through. 

Ilowiy  mui tlier!  reared  Barney.  “  Why  didn’t  yez  see  phwat  ye 
war  doing?  Shure,  yez  nearly  kilt  the  both  av  us’”  3  ‘  3 

“  Golly!”  howled  Pomp;  “bow  yo’  talk?  Does  yo’  fink  Pee  de  one 


“  Av  coorse,  yez  was!” 
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“  Don’}0’  tell  me  dat,  I’ish,  I  seen  yo’  pull  yo’ horse  right  In  toward 
me.  To’  kain’l  tide  nuffin’.” 

“  R  was  yesilf  as  pulled  iuto  me,  ye  black  misfit.” 

“  No,  sab,  I  didn’t!" 

“  Do  yez  call  me  a  liar?" 

“  Yo’  am,  if  yo’  say  dat." 

“  Howly  murther!  I’ll  break  the  face  av  yez!” 

“  Yo’  ain’t  de  size  kin  do  dat,  sahl” 

“  Begorra,  luk  out  fer  yersilf,  naygur!” 

And  with  this  Barney  made  a  biff  at  the  coon.  But  Pomp  caught  it 
on  his  adamantine  head  and  nearly  broke  the  Celt’s  hand.  ° 

Then  Pomp  put  his  head  into  Barney’s  stomach  so  forcibly  that  he 
sat  down  like  a  thousand  of  bricks.  The  Celt  grabbed  the  coon's  lees 
and  threw  him.  Then  followed  an  old  time  scrap. 

The  Kirghiz  crowded  around  overcome  with  laughter.  To  them  it 
was  the  funniest  thing  they  had  ever  seen. 

And  there  were,  indeed,  comic  features  to  it.  The  two  jokers 
Wrestled  and  tugged  until  they  could  struggle  no  longer. 

Then  they  rolled  apart.  A  few  moments  later  they  scrambled  to 
their  feet,  and  Pomp  breathlessly  asked: 

“  I'se  had  satisfaction.  How  am  it  wif  yo’,  I’ish?” 

“Begorra,  I  was  sathisfied  afther  I  had  given  yez  that  paste  in  the 
nnt!"  declared  the  Celt. 

And  so  the  affair  terminated.  But  with  the  Kirghiz  who  seemed  to 
have  a  keen  sense  of  humor  the  two  were  ever  after  popular. 

Meanwhile,  Frank  and  Sharpe  had  finished  their  confab  with  All 
Mahmoo  in  regard  to  the  nearest  route  to  the  Black  Desert.  They  had 
just  come  out  of  the  cabin  on  horseback  when  a  startling  thing  oc¬ 
curred. 

Down  the  deep  vallev’came  a  Kirghiz  rider.  He  was  white  faced 
and  terror  stricken,  and  lashed  his  horse  furiously. 

Up  he  came  and  flung  himself  from  the  saddle. 

Ab  soon  as  he  could  get  bis  breath,  he  cried  hoarsely: 

“  For  your  lives,  flee  everybody.  The  great  While  Lake  is  breaking 
through  into  this  valley,  and  you  will  all  be  drowned.  Allah,  pre¬ 
serve  us?" 

Of  course  this  was  delivered  in  the  Kirghiz  tongue.  But  with 
awful  terror  Ali  Mahmoo  repeated  it  in  Turkish  to  Frank  and 
Sharpe. 

The  effect  upon  all  was  most  startling. 

The  women  and  children  began  to  moan  and  wail  piteously,  and 
huddled  all  together  in  the  clump  of  trees.  The  Kirghiz  men  seemed 
unnerved. 

It  would  have  been  easy  for  them  to  have  sprung  upon  their  horses' 
backs  and  sought  safety  in  mad  flight.  But  there  were  their  helpless 
ones  the  women  and  children. 

To  get  them  all  out  of  the  fated  valley  would  take  time,  and  delay 
would  be  fatal.  There  were  fully  one  hundred  and  fifty  of  them  in 
all. 

“Allah  forbid,”  cried  Mahmoo,  in  agony.  “We  shall  all  perish!” 

Already  from  the  dislant  wall  of  the  depression  a  sullen  roar  was 
heard.  A  while  veil  was  seen  hanging  over. 

It  was  the  first  column  of  water.  The  pressure  wonld  soon  carry 
away  further  barrier,  and  then  the  valley  would  flood  almost  instantly. 

The  Kirghiz  warriors  now,  however,  began  to  show  of  what  stuff 
they  were  made.  Each  man  mounted  a  woman  on  his  own  horse  with 
a  child,  and  bade  them  ride  for  their  lives.  This  would  leave  the  men 
to  make  their  way  out  on  foot,  which  they  would  have  but  a  faint 
chance  of  doing. 

The  situation,  in  all  its  phases,  was  a  dreadful  one.  But  Frank 
Reade,  Jr.  was  seized  with  a  sudden  resolution. 

He  reckoned  that  the  machine  could  carry  easily  over  a  score  of  the 
women  and  children  by  packing  jtbem  tightly  on  the  deck.  The  dis¬ 
tance  to  a  point  of  safety  was  about  two  miles. 

Frank  grasped  Ali  Mahmoo  by  the  arm  and  imparted  his  plan  to 
him. 

The  Kirghiz  chief  wept  with  his  gratitude  and  joy. 

“Allah  will  bless  you!"  be  cried.  "You  will  perform  a  noble 
deed.” 

At  once  the  work  began. 

The  women  and  children  were  quickly  placed  aboard.  Then  Frank 
sprung  to  the  iever,  and  the  Traveller  was  off. 

On  such  a  level  surface  the  machine  could  travel  almost  as  fast  ns  a 
railway  train.  In  less  than  three  minutes  the  machine  had  reached 
the  end  of  the  valley. 

Frank  hoped  that  he  would  be  able  to  make  three  trips.  This, 
with  the  help  of  the  Kirghiz  riders,  who  each  took  u  woman  or  child 
on  hie  horse  with  him,  wonld  effect  the  rescue  of  all. 

Of  course  the  habitations  and  many  of  the  effects  of  the  nomads, 
would  be  lost;  but  life  was  dearer  than  all. 

The  load  was  quickly  disembarked,  and  the  Traveller  flew  back  to 
the  camp.  When  the  second  loud  was  taken,  the  water  was  already 
creeping  across  the  valley. 

Swiftly  the  Traveller  carried  the  second  load  to  safely.  The  Kirghiz 
cheered  and  prayed  with  hope  and  joy. 

But  just  as  the  Traveller  turned  about  for  its  third  trip,  a  fearful  roar 
came  down  the  valley.  The  great  barrier  was  giving  away. 

Frank  put  on  all  speed.  The  number  left  at  the  camp  were  hardly 
twenty.  But  their  lives  were  precious,  and  they  must  be  saved. 

The  camp  was  reached  sufely.  Quickly  the  remaining  helpless  ones 
were  loaded  on  the  Traveller's  deck.  Then  down  the  valley  a  great 
wall  of  white  and  maddening  waters  were  seen  to  he  rolling. 

Swifter  than  any  race  horso  they  were  coming.  The  great  wall  tobo 
in  height  every  moment. 


As  it  neared  the  camp  it  was  full  twenty  feet  in  height.  Inch  by 
inch,  step  by  step  it  overtook  the  Traveller.  Should  it  swoop  down 
upon  the  machine  ere  it  reached  the  end  of  the  valley,  the  fate  of  all 
would  be  sealed. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

IN  THE  HEART  OK  THE  DESERT. 

The  Traveller  ran  like  a  spirit  down  the  length  of  that  valley.  But 
the  very  spray  from  that  awful  wave  was  splashing  the  terrified  pas¬ 
sengers. 

Water  wasalready  several  inches  deep  under  the  wheels  of  the  ma¬ 
chine  and  was  thrown  aloft  in  sheets.  Frank  hung  to  the  lever  and 
steadied  the  machine. 

Going  out  of  the  valley  there  was  a  long  and  gradual  ascent.  The 
machine,  however,  had  gathered  such  momentum  that  it  did  not  abate 
its  speed  a  whit. 

Up,  up,  and  still  inch  by  inch  the  great  monster  gained. 

Now  it  fairly  yawned  over  the  little  machine.  But  fifty  feet  further, 
up  a  sharp  pitch  shot  the  Traveller. 

All  was  over. 

The  wave  spent  itself  here.  Another  was  behind  it,  but  the  Traveller 
was  high  and  safe  before  it  came. 

In  a  few  minutes  more  the  entire  valley  had  been  transformed  into  a 
mighty  sea  of  water  of  great  depth. 

But  the  nomads  were  safe.  Everyone  of  them  had  escaped  from 
the  maws  of  an  awful  death. 

Half  of  them  at  least  would  have  been  lost  had  it  not  been  for  the 
valiant  work  of  the  Electric  Traveller. 

And  the  Kirghiz,  poor  barbarians  that  they  were,  did  not  lack 
proper  appreciation.  They  crowded  about  the  Traveller’s  people,  hug¬ 
ging  their  knees  and  makiug  profuse  demonstration  of  their  grati¬ 
tude. 

It  was  needless  to  say  that  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  had  won  the  friend¬ 
ship  and  the  hearty  co-operation  of  this  band  of  nomads.  They 
would  stick  by  him. 

The  encampment  was  a  loss.  But  after  all  this  was  not  great. 

Aside  from  their  horses,  saddles  and  equipments  and  weapons  which 
were  all  saved,  there  was  little  of  value  ever  owned  by  the  Knghiz. 
Rude  cookiDg  utensils,  skins  and  women’s  garments,  and  the  huts  ol 
skins  and  bark  were  the  only  loss. 

These  could  be  easily  replaced.  So  after  all  the  Kirghiz  did  not 
greatly  mind  their  misfortune. 

But  now  there  seemed  all  the  more  reason  why  they  should  change 
their  base  and  so  they  decided  to  push  on  to  the  Desert  of  Death. 

They  besought  Frank  to  allow  them  to  keep  alongside  the  Traveller. 
But  as  this  would  make  progress  very  slow,  Frank  was  obliged  to  oiler 
a  compromise. 

He  explained  that  the  machine  would  push  on  to  the  borders  of  the 
desert,  and  there  wait  for  the  coming  of  the  Kirghiz. 

This  was  done. 

The  run  was  not  a  long  one  over  the  Steppes,  and  two  days  later 
the  explorers  came  in  sight  of  the  mysterious  desert. 

Their  first  impression  was  one  not  easily  forgotten. 

There  seemed  a  sense  of  desolation  and  loneliness  in  the  very  air 
which  was  bound  to  prey  upon  body  and  spirit.  The  sky  was  over¬ 
hung,  and  the  black,  glistening  sands  stretching  away  like  a  great, 
dark  ocean,  was  a  gloomy  spectacle. 

Not  one  In  the  party  but  experienced  a  shiver. 

By  Jove!”  exclaimed  Frank;  “this  is  really  a  Desert  of  Death. 
It  seems  the  very  abode  of  death  1” 

"Just  so!”  cried  Sharpe,  triumphantly;  “did  I  not  tell  you  so? 
Yet  fifty  miles  above  here,  upon  the  very  verge  of  this  awful  waste, 
there  is  a  smart  little  village  of  exiles,  many  of  whom  were  once  men 
of  distinction  in  Russia.  They  never  expect  to  see  their  native  land 
again.” 

“  Poor  souls,’’  exclaimed  Frank,  commiseratingly,  "life  must  seem 
Indeed  n  void  to  them. 

“  Not  altogether  so,"  replied  Sharpe.  “  The  exiles  of  Slepniak  are 
not  exactly  convicts.  They  are  not  compelled  to  work  for  the  Rus¬ 
sian  government,  ns  those  poor  slaves  in  the  mines  of  Irkutsk.  They 
are  exiles  only ;  nothiug  more.  Simply  forbidden  to  reside  in  Russia 
or  to  leave  Siberia." 

“  1  should  like  to  pay  the  place  n  visit,”  said  Frank. 

“  We  will  endeavor  to  do  so  before  we  return  from  this  region,” 
said  Sharpe.  "  Now,  I  suppose,  to  keep  faith  with  Ali  Mahmoo,  we 
must  wait  here  a  few  days.” 

"  It  is  just  as  well,”  said  Frank;  “  it  will  give  me  a  chance  to  over¬ 
haul  the  batteries.” 

So  tlio  adventurers  settled  down  to  wait  for  the  coming  of  the 
Ki-ghiz.  In  due  course  of  time  they  arrived. 

Their  tents  wore  pitched  in  a  snug  little  green  valley  near  fresh 
springs  of  clear  pure  water.  The  encampment  was  well  provided 
witli  game,  which  they  had  secured  on  the  way  along. 

And  now  All  Mahmoo  announced  that  he  was  ready  to  accompany  the 
Traveller  into  the  Jesert.  A  dozen  strong,  well  tried  Kirghiz  with  "their 
horses  were  to  form  the  party. 

As  soon  ns  possible  the  start  was  made. 

The  machine  rolled  out  across  the  desert.  The  yielding  sands  did 
not  at  once  permit  great  speed.  But  Frank  had  no  desire  to  travel 
fast. 

Thu  Kirghiz  rode  alongside  on  their  hardy  ponies.  Feed  for  them 
was  carried  on  board  the  Traveller. 

The  first  night  encampment  was  made  in  a  hallow  of  the  desert. 
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m  about  on  every  bond  naught  was  to  be  seen  but  a  mighty  waste 
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skeletons  depressed  the  explorers.  .  but  to  continue  the 

i0^r^SZ  therefore^  K&  "as  soon  push- 

^ludden^on’eof6 tbiThorsemenr fur  In  advance,  reined  up  and  gave  a 

,0AtB?lTsame  moment  everybody  caught  a  distant  silvery  gleam 

neninel  the  black  sands. 

“  A  river!”  shouted  Daniel  Sharpe. 


•  there  is  a  very 


ootPreastni  7or S lUngTh!.  O.VDes"ert  of  Mb’.  It  U  rightly  named.'' 
g°°VoTare  right,”  said  Sharpe.  ••  and  only  think-we  are  bound 

.  t.iif  Anri  mil  Vi  nprfpi’t,  R&ffitT.  * 


-T,,i,ra  it  fully  and  with  perfect  safety.” 

The  Kirghiz  quickly  made  a  camp  in  the  desert  waste.  Feed  for 

» ....  ». 

■?rr«ftsis:r,;uri.r 

Certainly  they  had  nothing  to  fear  (torn  man,  and  the  wolf  never 

TeFewerema0iDled  iong^wake.  All  were  glad  to  retire  at  an  early 

h°When  the  sun  came  up  all  were  once  more  astir  after  their  first 
night  in  the  desert.  Breakfast  was  partaken  of,  and  then  the}  pressed 

ou  again.  .  ..  . 

Thus  far  nothing  worthy  of  note  had  occurred.  It  seemed  as  if  the 
sole  peril  of  the  desert  was  death  from  thirst  or  starvation.  Certain¬ 
ly  there  were  no  wild  beasts  or  savage  natives. 

^  But  iust  after  the  noon  hour  a  low  range  of  rocky  foot-hills  showed 
on  the  horizon.  Not  a  bit  of  vegetation  existed  upon  them. 

TI16V  were  hu^e  blocks  of  basaltic  rock  and  they  were  blacken 
ed  and  begrimed°a8  if  with  the  eflects  of  a  lire.  In  their  center  was 
a  hu"e  basin  which  closely  resembled  the  extinct  crater  of  a  volcano. 

Barney  suggested  this,  and  Frank  said: 

“  There  is  not  the  least  doubt  of  it.  This  region  was  probably  at 
one  time  all  volcanic.  This  accounts  for  this  curious  black  sand  and 
the  ntier  absence  of  vegetation.'*  ,  ,  ,  ,  , 

The  machine  ran  into  the  crater  and  was  surrounded  by  the  huge 

While  the  travelers  were  studying  these  suddenly  Barney’s  atten 
tion  was  attracted  by  a  distant  gleam  of  white  in  the  black  expanse 
of  sand 


It  looked  like  a  tracery  of  ivory  against  the  black  surface,  and  the 
Celt  called  it  to  Frank’s  notice. 

<■  piiwat  do  yez  make  av  it,  Mistlier  Frank,  be  asked. 

..  we  will  very  soon  find  out!”  declared  the  young  inventor;  “turn 

the  machine  in  that  direction  1”  , _  . 

This  was  done.  In  a  few  moments  the  white  marks  were  close  at 
hand,  and  with  a  thrill  of  horror  our  adventurers  recognized  them. 

••  God  help  us!”  exclaimed  Sharpe;  “  they  are  human  remains. 

Half  buried  in  the  black  sands  there  were  indeed  scores  of  human 
skeletons.  The  bones  of  horses  were  also  piled  up  at  intervals. 

These  bones  covered  a  wide  space,  and  it  was  evident  that  the  com- 
pany  had  been  a  large  one,  and  that  they  had  perished  by  some  sud¬ 
den  method.  What  this  could  be  was  truly  a  puzzle* 

It  did  not  appear  that  a  battle  had  been  fought  on  the  spot,  it  was 
as  if  the  entire  caravan  had  laid  down  and  given  themselves  up  to 

Astonished  at  the  spectacle,  Frank  and  Daniel  Sharpe  gazed  at  the 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

TIIE  UNDERGROUND  RIVER. 

It  was  indeed  a  river  which  was  revealed  to  the  explorers’  gaze.  It 

follow  a  continuous 

Ull“  What  do  make  of  it,  Frank’’’ asked  Sharpe,  after  they  had  stud- 

L'StS-SU'tr,...,  lo.entor.  ••  U  W, 

•  tfs,"  *.  °> 

«i  Yes!” 

The  m8Mhine0rolleddonUJapidly  and  soon  it  was  seer 
series  of  small  strips  of  water  extended  across  the  desert.  These  did 
not  seem  to  be  connected  in  any  way. 

There^was  ^'poBsiWllty 'that  they  might  be  a  series  of  springs  or 

WT“mhmMemTrSwn«7 w&n  quite  near  one  of  these  so-called 
springs  Frank  and  Sharpe  sprang  down  and  hasteued  to  the 
water’s  edge. 

Thev  were  accorded  a  queer  revelation.  ...  . 

The* water  was  black,  and  seemed  permeated  with  a  sort  of  soot 
or  ashes.  But  Sharpe  gave  a  quick  cry.  „  . 

“  By  Jove!  Put  your  band  in  the  water,  Frank.  What  do  you 

The  young  inventor  complied.  The  result  astonished  him.  His 

«  m»„s 

mSb2rs»“sir“ihi.  ^  1.  y  g, 

springs?  But  just  as  Frank’s  interest  bad  beguu  to  subside,  Sharpe 

again  excluimed: 

“  What  do  you  make  of  it? 

“  A  boiling  spring.”  $ 

“  No!” 

Frank  was  astonished. 

What?”  he  asked. 


“  What?"  lie  asseo.  ....  , 

“  It  is  nothing  of  the  kind.  Do  you  not  see  that  there  is  a  pow¬ 
erful  current  here?” 


Till  current  here?'  ,  .  , 

With  this,  Sharpe  tossed  a  light  piece  of  paper  into  the  middle  of 
the  pool.  At  once  it  started  swiftly  away.  A  moment  later  it  was 
swept  under  the  lower  bank  of  the  pool. 

“  Keep  watch  of  the  next  pool!"  declared  Sharpe.  “  You  will  see 
something  quite  wonderful.”  .... 

And  they  did.  The  bit  of  paper  suddenly  shot  into  view  in  the  next 
pool  only  to  vanish  further  on.  The  two  explorers  exchanged  glaDces. 
“  There  is  a  current!”  agreed  Frank. 


bones  for  some  while  silently. 

Then  Frank  spoke: 

“Evidently  some  terrible  fate  overtook  these  people  all  at  once, 
Sharpe.” 

“  I  should  say  so.” 

“  Wbat  could  It  have  been?" 

The  distinguished  traveler  knit  his  brows  and  after  a  while  replied: 
“  I  have  a  theory.” 

“  Ah,  what  is  it?” 

“There  are  several  explanations  of  this  catastrophe.  Evidently 
this  was  an  exploring  party— one  of  many  which  have  entered  this 
desert  never  to  be  heard  from  again.” 

“  You  are  right,  no  doubt.” 

“  Now,  encamping  here  for  the  night,  a  fenrful  simoon,  such  ns  ex¬ 
terminates  00  many  caravans  in  the  Sahara  may  have  swept  dowu  up¬ 
on  them." 

Frank  looked  incredulous. 

“  I  can  hardly  believe  that.” 

“  Why?” 

“  The  latitude  is  more  northerly.  Where  would  heated  winds  come 
from  here,  at  least  hot  enough  to  stifle  one?” 

“  You  forget  one  fact.” 

“  Wbat?” 

“  This  is  a  volcanic  region!” 

Frank  gave  a  start. 

“  Yes,”  he  admitted;  “that  is  true." 

“  It  would  be  by  no  means  an  improbable  theory  that  some  dislant 
eruption  or  poisonous  gases  from  such,  had  swept  over  the  encamp¬ 
ment  at  night.  Or  possibly  they  came  up  from  the  earth  itself  on  this 
very  spot,  which  has  all  the  appearance  of  having  once  been  a  crater.” 

“  You  are  right,”  agreed  Frank.  "  In  lieu  of  a  belter  explanation, 
we  may  accept  that,  which  is  at  least  possible." 


“  What  does  it  mean?” 

“  Only  one  thing!” 

“  An  underground  river!” 

Such  it  was.  The  discovery  had  at  once  aroused  great  Interest. 
Frank  drew  a  deep  breath. 

“  Oil,  If  I  only  had  my  submarine  boat  here  now!”  he  said.  “  What 
a  obance  for  exploration  this  would  be!” 

“  Indeed,  it  would." 

“  Where  do  you  think  this  curious  river  runs  to?” 

“  Perhaps  itiio  some  great  undergroud  lake.  Perhaps  it  comes  out 
beyond  the  desert  many  hundred  miles  from  here.  It  would  be  bard 
to  guess  its  connections." 

••I  believe  you.  I  only  wish  we  were  able  to  explore  it.  But  there 
is  one  thing  we  can  do." 

"  What  ?’’ 

“  We  can  sound  it  and  make  a  map  of  its  visible  course.  Perhaps 
some  day  I  may  have  a  chance  to  explore  it!” 

“  Good!”  cried  Sharpe,  “  have  you  a  line  and  plummet  V’ 

“  I  have  the  necessary  apparatus  and  also  a  portable  rubber  boat 
aboard  the  Traveller.  Barney  will  bring  it,” 

Frank  called  to  the  Celt,  who  at  once  responded.  In  a  few  moments 
lie  appeared  with  the  portable  boat  and  the  sounding  line. 

The  Kirghiz  were  gathered  about  deeply  interested  in  the  proceed¬ 
ings.  Frank  quickly  adjusted  the  boat.  Then  he  Btepped  into  it  with 
Sharpe. 

They  paddled  to  the  center  of  the  curious  river.  Then  Sharpe  low¬ 
ered  the  lead. 

Down  it  quickly  sank.  The  line  paid  out  rapidly.  Sharpe  kept 
busily  unwinding  it. 

At  every  hundred  feet  it  was  marked.  One  hundred  feet  of  the  line 
quickly  slid  out, 

“  Jupiter!"  exclaimed  Frank,  “  it  is  deep,  is  it  not?" 
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“  I  Should  say  so.” 

“  It  is  seldom  that  a  river  is  found  so  deep.  What,  another  hun¬ 
dred  feet?” 

“  Yes,  and  still  no  bottom,”  replied  Sharpe.  Astonished  beyond 
measure,  the  two  men  looked  at  each  other. 

The  line  itself  was  only  about  three  hundred  feet  in  length.  Sharpe 
paid  it  all  out,  but  yet  no  bottom  was  reached.  There  was  no  more 
line  at  hand. 

Frank  could  hardly  believe  his  senses. 

“  Well,  I  am  beat,”  he  exclaimed.  “  This  is  a  region  of  wonders 
most  truly.  This  surely  is  no  river,  but  an  underground  lake.” 

“  Whatever  it  is,"  said  Sharpe,  “  I  would  not  care  to  taKe  chances 
in  its  current.  After  all,  shall  we  try  further  to  learn  its  depth?” 

“  My  curiosity  is  satisfied, "  said  Frauk.  “  Let  us  go  back  to  the 
machine.” 

And  this  they  did. 

The  portable  boat  was  folded  and  placed  in  the  Traveller’s  hold. 
Then  the  explorers  went  aboard. 

It  was  decided  to  follow  the  course  of  the  strange  river  a  reasonable 
distance  to  ascertain  its  outlet  or  delta,  if  it  had  such.  But  a  dozen 
miles  further  on  it  disappeared  into  the  desert  and  no  further  trace 
was  to  be  found. 

To  follow  it  to  its  source  was  the  next  plan.  So  the  machine  start¬ 
ed  again  to  the  northward. 

But  twenty  miles  above  their  first  halting  place,  a  great  hill  was 
discovered.  It  was  barren  and  rocky  with  a  high  cliff  on  its  southern 
side. 

From  beneath  this  cliff  the  river  flowed.  All  other  trace  cf  its 
source  was  lost. 


The  Kirghiz  were  as  {deeply  puzzled  ns  our  explorers.  They  had 
never  heard  of  the  existence  of  such  a  river. 

So  the  underground  river  of  the  Desert  of  Death  was  bound  to  re¬ 
main  a  total  mystery.  But  as  the  travelers  stood  looking  at  the 
surging  waters  springing  from  beneath  the  cliff  a  startling  thing  hap¬ 
pened. 

The  current  threw  forth  an  object  which  for  a  moment  gleamed 
crimson  and  yellow  in  the  waters.  It  whirled  in  the  eddying  waters 
and  came  toward  the  bank  swiftly. 

“  What  is  that?”  exclaimed  Sharpe,  leaning  forward.  Then  a  uni¬ 
versal  cry  went  up: 

“  A  human  body!” 

Petrified,  the  explorers  gazed  upon  the  ghastly  object.  The  next 
moment  Barney  sprung  to  the  water’s  edge  and  clutched  the  grewsome 
object. 

He  drew  it  ashore,  and  a  moment  later  it  was  stretched  upon  the 
black  sands. 

It  was  a  human  body. 


The  red  and  yellow  tunic  which  it  wore  was  unlike  any  ever  seen  by 
those  present.  Certainly,  no  race  of  people  on  the  Steppes  wore  such 
a  garment. 

Moreover,  in  physique  the  unknown  was  totally  unlike  any  known 
race.  He  seemed  to  have  come  from  another  sphere. 

His  body  was  short,  extremely  so,  and  there  seemed  to  be  but  a 
semblance  of  hips  or  abdomen.  It  seemed  as  if  the  full  chest  occu¬ 
pied  more  than  half  of  the  usual  abdominal  cavity. 

The  neck  was  long  and  slender,  and  sat  upon  abnormally  broad 
shoulders.  The  chest  was  thin. 

The  skull  and  features,  however,  were  a  study  for  a  physiognomist. 
The  brow  slanted  backward  at  an  angle  of  forty-live  degrees,  li  e 
base  of  the  skull  was  round  and  full.  The  eyes  were  set  high  in  the 
brow  and  the  nose  was  extremely  long,  and  the  lips  were  divided  like 
those  of  a  hare. 


There  was  no  vestige  of  beard,  but  the  cranium  was  adorned  with 
soft  brown  hair.  The  skin  was  livid. 

Such  was  the  strange  nomad  disclosed  by  the  waters  or  the  under¬ 
ground  river.  To  the  explorers  it  was  an  astounding  revelation. 

To  Frank  Reade,  Jr.  and  Sharpe  he  bore  a  stronger  resemblance 
to  a  Klamath  Indian  than  anything  else.  ...  , 

How  long  the  body  had  been  in  the  water  it  was  impossible  .0 
guess.  Whence  he  had  come  was  another  mystery. 

The  vicinity  was  thoroughly  explored. 

Every  foot  of  the  hill  wns  examined,  there  being  a  theory  that  it 
was  hollow.  But  this  wns  proved  to  be  not  so. 

Only  one  theory  therefore  could  be  advanced  with  any  chance  oi 

Tins  was  that  somewhere  at  the  source  of  the  underground  river, 
thero  dwelt  a  race  of  people  hitherto  unknown  or  uuhoard  of. 

That  they  were  aboriginal  was  beyond  doubt.  Yet,  where  was 
this  unknown  land  from  whence  this  strange  visitor  had  comet 

A  greater  mystery  could  not  be  imagined.  Moreover,  the  clew 
was  a  ballllng  one.  It  seemed  impossible  to  solve  it. 

But  Frank  was  determined.  . , 

“I  am  going  to  clour  this  matter  up,  he  declared.  *  * 
more  than  curiosity  to  solve  the  mystery.  I  believe  it  is  a  debt  we 
owe  to  the  world.” 

“  Correct!"  agreed  Sharpe.  “  Only  think — that  body  may  have 
been  brought  here  from  some  distant,  unknown  Polar  lamb  l  ar- 
haps  this  river  Hows  from  a  region  beyond  the  Arctic  Circle. 

<•  No,  no!  That  Is  improbable!"  declared  Frauk.  Hus. allow 

had  come  from  such  a  region  he  would  have  warm  furs. 

•  •  Ah  hut  it  is  said  that  thero  are  wurm  regions  even  contiguous 


t0Iiut  Frank  considered  any  such  a  theory  ns  this  as  utterly  fan 


tastic  and  unreasonable.  However,  it  was  likely  that  the  source  of 
the  river  was  in  the  far  north. 

It  did  not  follow,  however,  that  the  body  of  the  strange  nomad 
had  come  from  such  a  great  distance. 

It  was  possible  and  even  likely  that  somewhere  again  in  the  desert 
the  river  appeared  above  ground,  and  some  such  poiut  the  native  had 
met  his  death  by  drowning. 

Where  his  home  was  or  his  people  lived  was  beyond  conjecture. 
Yet  it  was  possible  that  certaiu  parts  of  the  desert  might  hold  an 
oasis  or  enough  fertile  area  to  support  human  life. 

In  this  case  it  remained  simply  to  find  this  spot,  and  it  would  be 
easy  then  to  open  communications  with  the  unknown  race  of  people. 

This  was  Frank’s  theory,  aud  after  he  had  elaborated  it  to  Sharpe, 
the  latter  was  partly  convinced. 

“  Well,”  he  agreed,  “it  is  not  wholly  impossible.  Yet  I  cannot 
conceive  how  the  Desert  of  Death  can  support  human  life  for  even  a 
month  without  supplies  from  outside.  However,  wonders  will  never 
cease.” 

The  desert  cruise  now  had  a  double  object. 

Frauk  was  determined,  if  possible,  to  find  the  supposed  race  of 
desert  people  to  which  this  representative  belonged.  He  was  deeply 
interested  in  the  project. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


THE  RUINED  CITY. 


It  did  not  take  the  young  inventor  long  to  formulate  his  plans. 
One  of  the  Kirghiz  advanced  a  spleudid  idea  for  following  the  river. 

He  declared  that  by  placing  his  ear  to  the  black  sands  he  could  tell 
its  underground  course  by  the  sound  of  the  rushing  waters.  Frauk 
tried  the  experiment. 

Sure  enough,  a  strange  vibratory  sound  could  be  heard.  That  it 
was  the  river  he  felt  no  doubt. 

This  of  course  made  progress  slow.  The  Kirghiz  would  ride  ahead 
nnd  after  locating  the  sounds,  the  Traveller  would  follow  in  that  direc¬ 
tion. 

The  rest  of  the  day  was  passed  in  this  manner.  When  night  came, 
however,  the  same  black  expanse  of  sand  yet  extended  to  the  horizon 
line. 

It  was  unbroken  by  ar.y  object.  A  more  monotonous,  lonely  spec¬ 
tacle  could  hardly  be  imagined. 

Night  closed  down  dark  and  dismal,  for  a  strange  soughingjwind  had 
begun  to  blow  from  the  south. 

This  raised  little  whirlwinds  of  sand.  The  wind  blew  it  iu  stinging 
clouds  against  the  faces  of  the  explorers. 

The  Kirghiz  looked  serious.  Ali  Muhmoo  declared  that  there  would 
be  a  deadly  sinioou  before  morning. 

They  huddled  about  the  machine  and  the  horses  were  firmly  teth¬ 
ered.  But  though  the  wind  moaned  and  whined  across  the  black  ex¬ 
panse,  no. storm  came. 

When  morning  broke,  however,  the  sky  was  seen  to  be  heavily  over¬ 
cast.  The  wiud  blew  a  gale  and  Frank  decided  that  it  would  be  better 
to  wait  until  it  had  subsided  before  proceeding  further. 

The  Kirghiz  were  restless  and  uneasy.  Suddenly  something  like  a 
wail  went  up  from  them. 

Frank  nDd  Sharpe  rushed  out  in  hot  haste  to  see  what  was  the  mat¬ 
ter.  A  strange  scene  was  revealed. 

The  Kirghiz  were  all  upon  their  faces  in  the  sand. 

Far  out  on  the  black  expanse  a  strange  spectacle  was  seen.  Green 
hills  and  fertile  valleys.  A  white  city  with  domes  and  spires  of  silver 
showed  plainly.  All  was  strangely  realistic. 

“  By  Jove!"  exclaimed  Sharpe:  “  that  beats  the  Sahara,  Frank! 

«  indeed  it  is  wonderful?"  agreed  the  young  inventor. 

They  gazed  for  somewhile  upon  the  mirage  with  deepest  interest. 
The  Kirghiz  were  filled  with  superstitious  fear. 

Ali  Mahmoo  was  the  only  self-possessed  one  of  the  party.  He  had 
traversed  the  Sahara  and  understood  the  spectacle. 

He  tried  to  reassure  his  countrymen,  but  it  was  with  difficulty.  The 
mirage  remained  visible  for  some  time. 

Tlieu  from  a  point  further  to  the  south  n  great  black  revolving 
cloud  was  seen  to  becoming  at  furious  speed  across  the  desorl. 

It  was  a  funnel-shaped  cloud  and  unlike  anything  our  adventurers 
had  ever  seen  before. 

It  was  sweeping  straight  toward  tho  mirage  and  seemed  certaiu  to 
strike  into  it.  This  increased  interest  in  the  spectacle. 

Nearer  the  cloud  drew  to  the  mirage.  Suddenly  It  swept  into  the 


Instantly  all  vanished  like  uiist 


green  fields  and  valleys. 

The  change  wa3  a  lightning  one. 
before  the  morning  sun. 

Only  the  hideous  black  cloud  sweeping  to  the  northward  remained. 
And  now  suddenly  it  swerved  in  its  course  and  came  straight  to- 
wurd  the  machine.  A  cry  of  alarm  went  up. 

..  We  nro  in  its  course!”  cried  Sharpe,  wildly.  “  We  bad  better 

""'^Steady1!’’  cried  tho  young  inventor;  “don’t  be  afraid!  I’ll  fix  that 


all  right!” 

With  which  he  wont  forward. 


lu  a  moment  be  was  beside  the  for¬ 


ward  dynamite  gun. 

It.  was  but  a  moment’s  work  to  pull  bnck  the  cylinder. 

He  placed  a  dynamite  shell  iu  tho  chamber  and  closed  the  breech. 
Then  lie  sighted  the  gun. 

He  aimed  slrniL'hl  for  tho  revolving  cloud;  then  he  pressed  the 
electric  button.  What  followed  was  startling. 

Tho  cloud  was  easily  within  a  mile  of  the  Traveller. 
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Ub  greut  apex  towered  up  into  the  zenith,  shutting  out  the  light  of 
the  buu.  lint  the  dynamite  projectile  changed  all  tliia. 

Straight  into  the  black  cloud  went  the  projectile.  As  it  struck  the 
revolving  sands,  the  impact  exploded  the  dynamite. 

There  was  a  fearful  thunderous  roar,  and  then  lightning  Hashed 
from  the  cloud.  Its  career  was  terminated. 

There  fell  with  a  noise,  like  rushing  waiers,  that  great  mass  of  sand 
to  the  surface  of  the  desert.  Some  of  the  dust  came  in  a  blinding 
cloud  about  the  Traveller. 

But  the  shaft  of  the  revolving  sand  spout’was  broken,  and  that  ter¬ 
minated  the  peril. 

In  a  few  moments  the  sun  was  once  more  seen  straggling  through 
the  clouds  above.  But  the  mirage  was  no  more. 

The  wind  even  seemed  to  die  down,  and  a  few  pattering  drops  of 
rain  fell.  The  travelers  resumed  their  journey. 

When  nightfall  came  again,  the  source  of  the  underground  river 
was  not  yet  in  sight.  Again  camp  wa9  made  with  naught  visible 
about  them,  save  the  same  drear  expanse  of  sand. 

The  next  day  at  un  early  hour  the  journey  was  resumed. 

This  day  was  to  develop  some  new  and  thrilling  incidents.  Before 
the  party  had  proceeded  many  miles,  a  new  and  remarkable  spectacle 
burst  upon  their  view. 

Suddenly  the  domes  and  walls  of  a  great  city  of  stone  appeared  just 
to  the  northward.  Instantly  the  greatest  excitemeut  was  created. 

“  Another  mirage!”  cried  Sharpe. 

But  Frank,  who  hud  closely  examined  the  distant  city,  suid: 

“Not  so." 

“  What?”  exclaimed  Sharpe  in  amazement. 

"  You  are  wrong.” 

“How  do  you  make  that  out?  Don’t  be  deceived,  Frank.  These 
mirages  are  very  natural.” 

“  1  am  aware  of  that,”  agreed  Frank,  “  but  yonder  spectacle  is  not 
a  mirage.  It  is  a  certain  reality.” 

However,  Sharpe  would  not  believe  this.  Frank  turned  the  course 
ofithe  traveler  toward  the  distant  city. 

The  result  was  surprising. 

Instead  of  receding,  as  would  have  been  the  case  with  a  mirage, 
the  distant  city  seemed  to  approach.  In  a  very  short  time  it  was  seen 
to  be  beyond  doubt  a  certain  reality. 

The  machine  rapidly  drew  neurer  to  the  ruined  city. 

For  such  it  was  seen  to  be.  The  great  piles  of  stone  were  tumbling 
to  decay  and  no  living  inhabitant  was  in  sight. 

Soon  the  Traveller  slid  down  an  incline  and  drew  up  before  the 
battered  and  crumbling  wall.  Despite  the  ancient  and  dilapidated 
appearance  of  the  place,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  it  had  once  been  a 
great  city. 

Thousands  of  people  had  dwelt  within  its  walls,  and  passed  in 
and  out  its  gates.  Half  buried  now  in  the  black  sands  of  the  de¬ 
sert,  it  was  hard  to  tell  what  its  former  magnificence  might  not 
have  been. 

At  some  remote  period  a  prosperous  and  civilized  race  of  people 
had  dwelt  in  this  place. 

Doubtless  this  was  before  the  volcanic  outburst  which  had  made 
of  all  this  area  a  great  desert.  It  was  hard  to  estimate  the  age  of 
these  buildings. 

"  Well,"  exclaimed  Sharpe,  "  we  still  continue  to  find  new  won¬ 
ders  in  this  desert,  Frank.” 

“  You  are  right,”  agreed  the  young  inventor. 

“  But  one  thing  sticks  me.” 

"  What  is  it?” 

“  Why  did  these  unknown  people  build  a  city  in  such  a  desolate 
spot  as  this?” 

"  That  is  only  another  mystery  of  this  land  of  marvels.” 

You  are  right.  But  I  have  an  idea  that  this  desert  was  not  a 
desert  when  this  city  was  built.’* 

“  In  that  premise  you  are  undoubtedly  right,"  agreed  Frank.  “  A 
rertile  and  productive  country  may  have  been  all  about  here.” 
nhiii if1,  *}!  Bu-  wllat  a  h'g1''!  The  population  ol  this  place  were 
1  eave  lt  no  (ioubt  hastily,  to  find  other  Helds  for  susten- 

&UC6. 

“  What  sort  of  people  could  they  have  been?*’ 

_  1  B1ho1u,d  8ay*  H  they  were  barbarians  they  had 

a  marvelous  pood  knowledge  of  architecture.” 

“  Oh,  they  could  not  have  been  barbarians.” 

“  I  agree  with  you.  But —  ” 

“  What!” 

explalu*rnuch  ”°  *°  Uke  B  '°0k  0Ver  ‘he  ruias-  PerhaP3  “’ey  will 

gate  some^vheref  °bt  °‘  *  WlU  do  80’  Ought  there  not  to  be  a 

“  Yonder  seems  to  be  one.” 

.  F™'!k  started  the  machine  along  the  city  wall.  In  a  few  moments 

The  Traveller  rl6  ^  Wl‘iCh  llnM#  ambled  tO  decay. 

:,ps,2:ts"  01  ^ u  ™  ••  -w— « 

No  doubt  many  of  the  old ’.time  inhabitants  had  met  their  death 


from  starvation  within  the  walls  of  this  newly  conquered  place.  Other* 
bad  perhaps  been  uble  to  reach  the  borders  of  the  desert. 

But  who  were  they? 

Wlml  was  their  slory  of  the  abandonment  of  their  lovely  city?  Tliia 
could  not  be  easily  learned. 

Frank  reckoned  that  not  for  a  hundred  years  had  anybody  resided 
in  this.abaudoned  city.  No  paper  records  or  archives  could  bo  found. 

What  had  become  of  these  old  time  residents  of  the  north?  Were 
they  scattered  all  over  the  world,  a  heterogeneous  erew? 

Frank  and  Sharpe  with  the  Kirghiz  made  a  close  hunt  for  some 
evidence  bearing  upou  the  identity  of  this  crew.  But  they  could  Hnd 
nothing. 

The  disappearance  of  the  strange  people  of  the  rained  city  was  very 
much  of  a  mystery.  F'rom  street  to  street  the  Traveller  passed. 

Everywhere  was  evidence  that  the  devouring  sands  had  been  the 
cause  of  the  city’s  ruin.  They  were  piled  in  dunes  in  the  squares  and 
Ulled  the  streets  in  some  places  even  lo.the  upper  wiudows  of  the  dwell¬ 
ings. 

They  had  sifted  into  every  crevice  and  in  fact  permeated  everywhere. 
For  hours  the,ex))lorers  wandered  among  the  ruins  of  this  dismantled 
city.  But  as  nothing  further  was  to  be  gained  in  tins,  dually  Frank 
gave  the  order  to  return  to  the  desert. 

Daniel  Sharpe  took  many  accurate  photographs  of  the  place,  and 
also  made  a  map  of  it.  These  he  Hied  away  in  his  portfolio. 

Once  more  the  explorers  emerged  upon  the  plain  and  began  the 
work  of  traciug  the  coarse  of  the  underground  river. 

CHAPTER  X. 

FOLLOWING  THE  UNDERGROUND  RIVER. 

Ali  Maiimoo  and  his  Kirghiz  warriors  could  venture  no  explan¬ 
ation  as  to  the  character  of  the  ruined  city  or  its  long  departed  inhab¬ 
itants. 

The  oldest  tradition  among  them  had  no  mention  of  anything  ol  this 
sort. 

So  that  Frank  and  Sharpe  were  left  wholly  in  the  dark.  But  new 
incidents  now  put  the  matter  temporarily  from  their  minds. 

For  the  rest  of  the  day  they  traveled  on  slowly,  following  the  course 
of  the  underground  river. 

At  night  they  encamped  again  upon  the  black  sands. 

The  Kirghiz  wrapped  themselves  in  their  blankets  and  lay  down  in 
a  circle  to  sleep,  their  horses  being  tethered  near.  The  search-light 
made  a  broad  pathway  out  upon  the  plain. 

Frank  and  Sharpe  sat  up  on  the  forward  deck  until  a  late  hoar. 

They  were  enjoying  some  fragrant  cigars,  and  talking  of  the  future. 
Suddenly  Frank  leaned  forward  over  the  rail  and  scrutinized  the  dis¬ 
tant  horizon.  He  remained  several  moments  thus. 

Then  turning,  Sharpe  asked: 

“  What  is  the  matter?” 

Frank  drew  a  deep  breaik. 

“  It  may  be  an  optical  illusion,”  lie  said.  “But  look  yonder 
where  the  sky  meets  the  desert.  Do  you  see  anything?” 

Sharpe  complied,  and  his  fnce  assumed  an  inscrutable  expression. 

“  It  cannot  be  a  star  so  low  down  in  the  sky.  It  must  be  fire.” 

“  A  distant  light,”  said  Frank,  with  conviction. 

There  it  shone  a  small  ball  of  fire.  It  seemed  too  low  down  to  war¬ 
rant  the  assumption  that  it  was  a  star  or  any  heavenly  body.  That  it 
was  light  and  probably  fire  on  the  desert  there  was  little  reason  to 
doubt. 

Astonished,  the  two  explorers  gazed  at  the  distant  light. 

It  would  seem  as  if  a  human  agency  was  back  of  it.  Else  what 
would  cause  such  a  display  in  that  arid  desert  where  there  wag  noth¬ 
ing  of  a  combustible  sort? 

Silently  they  watched  the  distant  light.  But  as  time  went  on  and  it 
did  not  waver  or  disappear,  they  began  to  regard  it  as  a  permanent 
fixture. 

Frank  revolved  in  his  mind  all  sorts  oftheories. 

It  might  be  the  glare  of  a  distant  erruption  or  some  natural  phe¬ 
nomenon  as  yet  unexplained.  He  could  uot  reconcile  himself  to  the 
idea  that  it  was  the  result  of  human  agency. 

The  more  the  two  explorers  studied  the  light  the  more  interested 
they  became.  Finally  Sharpe  exclaimed: 

“  Frank,  my  curiosity  is  powerful.  I  think  we  ought  to  investigate 
that.”  ° 

“  Very  well,”  agreed  the  young  inventor;  “suppose  we  go  forward 
with  the  machine  and  see  what  it  is?” 

“  But  the  Kirghiz - ” 

“  They  will  remain  here  all  right.  We  can  return  soon.” 

But  at  this  moment  a  dark  form  came  over  the  rail.  Ali  Mahmoo 
stood  before  them. 

He  pointed  to  the  distant  light. 

“  W'jat  H'ink  you  of  that,  noble  efiendis?  Is  it  not  the  end  of  the 

This  thought  had  not  struck  Frauk  and  Sharpe  as  yet.  Each  gave 
ii  start. 

“Why,  that  may  be  true!”  agreed  Sharpe;  “audit  may  be  a  camp 
or  even  the  lights  of  a  town  far  beyond!” 

But  Frank  doubted  this. 

he;^l,DMfLaoor”8USale'"he8al(li  “Wl11  not  ?our  "ait 

The  Kirghiz  chief  bowed  low. 

“  Zl  ”m  r°  W,ler?.y<,/'1  S°l”  *>«  said.  Then  he  blew  a  shrill  whistle. 

In  a  moment  every  Kirghiz  was  upon  his  feet. 

Preparations  were  quickly  made  for  pursuing  the  journey.  Tl»’ 
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Traveler  set  out  in  advance  at  a  pace  which  made  the  horses  of  the 
Kirghiz  gallop  bard. 

The  light  seemed  to  grow  plainer  as  they  went  on 

But  yet  it  was  too  far  away  to  distinguish  its  character,  when  a 
81  range  catastrophe  happened. 

„.S?aU'J?Dly1  °?e.i0f  ^Kirghiz,  who  had  galloped  a  few  hundred 
yards  ahead  of  the  machine,  threw  up  his  arms,  and  horse  and  rider 
seemed  to  instantly  sink  into  the  earth  and  disappear. 

Another  just  behind  him  did  the  same. 

The  rest  of  the  Kirghiz  band  pulled  np  and  saved  themselves. 
Suarpe,  who  was  in  the  pilot  house,  saw  the  allair  and  shouted: 

“Stop  the  machine,  Frank,  or  we  will  be  into  a  quicksand." 

Terror  was  in  the  great  traveler’s  tones.  Frank  needed  no  second 
call. 

He  had  seen  the  catastrophe  and  was  quick  to  act.  He  reversed 
the  lever  and  applied  the  brakes.  The  Traveller  slid  a  few  yards 
through  the  sands  and  then — the  worst  happened. 

The  great  machine  came  to  a  full  stop,  but  the  forward  wheels  went 
down  slowly  at  first,  but  surely,  until  her  nose  was  buried  deen  into 
Uie  sands. 


The  rear  part  of  the  machine,  however,  remained  above  the  sands 
and  on  firm  ground.  It  was  a  narrow  escape,  for  a  few  yards  more 
*nd  she  would  have  been  wholly  buried  in  the  deadly  quicksand. 

The  terror  of  all  on  board  had  been  great,  for  to  take  such  a  sudden 
leave  of  earth  was  by  no  means  a  pleasant  thing  to  contemplate. 

Frank  and  Sharpe,  with  Barney  and  Pomp,  rushed  to  the  rear  part 
of  the  machine.  They  flung  themselves  over  the  rail,  for  she  was  ex¬ 
pected  to  sink  wholly  into  the  quicksand. 

But  she  did  not. 

She  rested  safely  on  the  verge  of  the  abyss.  For  some  moments 
none  in  the  party  were  able  to  recover  from  the  shock. 

The  Kirghiz,  white  faced  and  terror  struck,  were  grouped  about, 
having  instantly  dismounted. 

It  was  Frank  who  first  recovered,  and  he  went  forward  to  the  verge 
of  the  quicksand,  feeling  his  way  cautiously. 

He  saw  at  a  glance  that  the  Traveller  was  in  a  bad  position. 

Her  forward  gearing  was  deeply  buried  in  tne  clinging  sands.  To 
raise  her  would  be  no  slight  matter. 

“  Is  she  a  loss’’’  asked  Sharpe,  with  trepidation. 

“  I  can  hardly  say,"  replied  Frank.  “  We  must  try  and  get  her 
cut.’’ 


••  How  can  that  be  done?" 

Frank  looked  about  him. 

The  chance  was  certainly  not  a  very  encouraging  one.  There  seem¬ 
ed  nothing  near  which  could  be  used  as  a  windlass.  Trees  did  not 
grow  in  the  desert.  All  was  smooth  sand. 

The  only  way,  of  course,  to  extricate  the  machine  was  to  pull  her 
out  by  main  force. 

To  do  ibis,  long  cables,  fastened  to  some  distant  object,  such  as  a 
tree,  seemed  necessary.  Frank  intimated  this  to  Sharpe. 

The  distinguished  traveler’s  face  lit  up,  and  he  exclaimed: 

“  We  can  fix  that  all  right.” 

“  How?" 


“  Bring  out  the  cables,  and  with  the  aid  of  the  Kirghiz  and  their 
horses,  we  can  drag  the  vehicle  out.  Thero  will  be  a  tremendous 
force  to  depend  upon." 

“You  are  right,”  agreed  the  Jyoung  inventor,  with  alacrity;  “it 
will  be  a  powerful  force — certainly  as  strong  as  the  electric  engines." 

No  lime  was  lost. 

Barney  and  Pomp  sped  after  the  cable.  This  wa3  taken  from  the 
hold  of  the  machine.  It  was  a  powerful  one. 

Frank  fastened  it  to  the  rear  of  the  machine.  Then  it  was  extended 
fifty  yards  out  upon  the  plain. 

A  whiffle-tree  with  wide  evener  was  made  from  some  pieces  of  the 
Traveller’s  rail,  and  strong  traces  and  collars  were  improvised  from 
pieces  of  the  cable  and  the  saddle  girths. 

The  horses  of  the  Kirghiz  were  thus  harnessed,  and  then  the  men 
also  laid  hold  of  the  rope. 

At  the  first  word  horses  and  men  all  bent  to  the  task.  The  Traveller 
heaved  and  swayed,  but  seemed  yet  to  hold  fast. 

“  Once  more,”  shouted  Sharpe.  “  We  moved  her  and  she  will 
come.” 

Again  they  bent  to  the  strain,  but  just  as  the  machine  seemed 
atmut  to  yield,  there  was  a  loosening  of  the  cable,  and  horses  and  men 
went  down  in  a  heap. 

The  knot  had  slipped,  and  it  became  necessary  to  replace  it.  ulus 
time  it  was  made  stronger. 

Then  once  more  the  lug  was  made.  This  time  the  pull  was  steady 
and  even. 

Slowly  and  steadily  the  machine  began  to  come  out  of  the  sands. 
On  and  on  they  pulled.  A  moment  more  and  the  great  feat  wus  done. 

The  Traveller  was  pulled  hack  to  a  point  of  safety  upon  the  plain. 
A  great  cheer  went  up.  .. 

The  cable  was  loosened  and  the  horses  were  again  saddled.  But  all 
this  had  required  hours  of  hard  work,  and  daylight  was  at  hnnd. 

The  distant  mysterious  light  had  paled,  but  Frank  marked  the  spot 
on  the  horizon.  It  took  some  lime  to  gel  things  to  rights  again. 

The  running  gear  of  the  Traveller  was  badly  clogged  with  the  cllng- 
iDg  sands.  It  was  necessary  to  clear  this.  And  by  the  time  it  was 
done  the  sun  was  up.  .  . 

It  was  easy  now  to  mark  the  quicksand.  It  was  a  huge  liquid  area 
of  sand,  covering  a  full  acre.  The  two  luckless  Kirghiz  would  never 

be  heard  from  again.  . 

■  i  By  Jove!"  exclaimed  Frank,  when  all  was  at  rights  again;  the 


will  come  nexrtf’i0n  “  “°l  t0  Ue  “gl,tl-V  enDm«aled.  I  wonder  what 

a v erred  Sharpe^0 “  ^  r‘Tef  aD<i  lhe  rluicka:l[ld  are  literal  death  traps,” 
All  agreed  to  this. 

niimfitS81,  »r'8d  ®arI',e5”>  “Til  kape  an  eye  out  fer  the  loikes  av 
them  things,  yez  can  bet." 

,,  ^  ueher  was  so  skeered  in  all  mah  life,"  averred  Pomp. 

hoi-^Hi10  |  „ena  of  this  strange  region,"  cried  Frank,  as  he  clam¬ 
bered  aboard  the  machine. 

“  What  is  the  move?”  asked  Sharpe;  “shall  we  return  and  keep  to 
the  course  of  the  underground  river?" 

“  Not  yet,”  replied  Frank.  “My  first  desire  is  to  ascertain  the 
source  of  that  light  which  wo  saw." 

*•  All  right!" 

The  quicksand  was  cautiously  skirted,  and  then  the  party  once  more 
pressed  forward.  Hours  passed. 

It  seemed  as  if  they  must  surely  have  proceeded  far  enough  to  see 
the  location  of  the  mysterious  light.  Frauk  began  to  fear  lhat  his 
bearings  were  wrong. 

But  all  at  once  a  new  scene  began  to  rise  on  the  horizon.  A  low, 
dark  line  was  first  seen.  The  hills  began  to  show. 

These  were  covered  with  green,  and  fields  and  forests  were  identi¬ 
fied.  But  in  the  foreground  the  white  walls  and  domes  of  a  city  were 
een. 

Astounded,  the  explorers  gazed  upon  the  wonderful  scene  which 
contrasted  so  strongly  with  the  desert.  Then  Sharpe  cried: 

“Alas!  it  is  only  another  mirage!" 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  FLAT  II  EADS. 

For  a  moment  the  rest  of  the  party  were  inclined  to  share  Sharpe’s 
conviction.  But  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  finally  exclaimed: 

“  That  is  not  so.  I  tell  you,  friends,  it  is  not  a  mirage,  but  a  real 
city!” 

“  Begorra,  that’s  roight,”  cried  Barney,  “  as  ivery  wan  kin  see!” 

Sharpe  peered  through  his  glass  for  awhile  at  the  distant  vision. 
Then  he,  too,  exclaimed: 

“  Yea,  that  is  right;  it  is  a  reality!” 

With  this  announcement  much  excitement  was  created. 

Was  it  another  ruined  and  deserted  city,  or  was  it  inhabited?  They 
were  not  as  yet  near  enough  to  tell. 

But  the  machine  was  rapidly  drawing  nearer.  Soon  the  gates  of  the 
city,  shining  in  the  sunlight,  were  easily  seen. 

then  human  figures  were  seen  moving  about.  All  doubt  was  dis¬ 
pelled. 

Without  any  fear  of  the  unknown  people,  Frank  pressed  forward. 
Soon  they  were  out  of  the  desert  and  traversing  the  green  slopes  to 
the  city  gates. 

And  as  they  went  on  great  Bocks  of  sheep,  tended  by  shepherds, 
were  seen  on  the  hillsides.  These  shepherds  were  like  the  unknown 
nomad  found  in  the  river,  both  in  feature  and  in  drees. 

Ai  last  the  great  mystery  was  solved.  A  new  race  and  an  unknown 
nation  had  been  discovered. 

The  delight  of  the  adventurers  was  unbounded.  Sharpe  could  not 
restrain  his  eagerness. 

The  machine  could  not  travel  fast  enough  for  him.  As  they  now 
drew  nearer  to  the  city,  it  could  be  seen  that  their  appearauce  had 
created  a  commotion. 

The  gates  were  closed  down,  the  loungers  outside  scattered,  and 
armed  men  appeared  on  the  walls.  It  was  a  strange  spectacle. 

The  ahephercis  on  the  hillsides  had  lied  at  sight  of  the  Kirghiz  nnd 
the  Traveller.  There  was  all  evidence  lhat  the  unknown  people  recog¬ 
nized  the  party  only  as  foes  and  invaders. 

That  they  would  defend  themselves  wns  apparent.  Armed  with 
long  speursand  bows  and  arrows,  they  were  a  formidable  set  of  bar¬ 
barians. 

Frank  knew  of  course  that  his  electric  guns  offset  all  these  weapons, 
and  that  he  could  have  easily  reduced  the  city.  But  he  had  uo  desire 
to  assume  the  role  of  conqueror. 

So  he  adopted  at  once  pacific  measures. 

Seen  from  the  Traveller’s  deck  the  city  was  a  large  one. 

It  covered  severnl  square  miles  and  ought  to  hold  a  population  of 
fully  eight  or  ten  thousand  souls.  It  was  protected  by  high  walls. 

It.  was  a  singular  fact  that  there  were  few  abodes  outside  these 
walls.  All  the  country  about  wns  under  process  of  cullivaiion,  hut 
the  farmers  evidently  returned  to  their  abodes  within  the  city  walls. 

It  was  plain  to  see  that  the  city  was  really  a  place  of  rofuge,  a  cita¬ 
del,  nnd  this  would  seem  to  indicate  that  the  strange  people  had  foes 
and  thus  guarded  ng.Mnst  attack. 

It  was  not  strange  to  Frank  then  that  they  presented  an  aggressive 
front,  llo  at  or.ee  adopted  a  conciliatory  altitude. 

To  pnclfy  them  he  realized  would  he  no  easy  matter.  But  he  was 
resolved  to  try  it. 

The  Kirghiz,  true  to  their  instincts,  were  for  conquest.  Bat  Frank 
would  not  hear  to  this. 

He  caused  the  Traveller  to  draw  slowly  nearer  the  walled  city. 

Tlinn  he  displayed  a  white  flag.  The  only  auswer  was  a  shower  of 
arrows.  „ 

“  They  evidently  do  not  recognize  the  white  flag  as  a  sign  of  truce.^ 
declared  Sharpe;  “  they  are  not  conversant  with  the  laws  of  nations. 

“  It  would  seem  so  I"  agreed  Frank;  “hut  I  know  not  what  else  to 
try!" 
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••  it  would  no:  be  safe  for  one  to  show  himself  I” 

This  was  true. 

The  clouds  of  arrows  tired  from  the  city  walla  would  mean  certain 
death.  Such  an  exposure  would  be  suicidal. 

For  somewhile  the  travelers  remained  before  the  gate,  vainly  trying 
to  adopt  some  method  for  securing  a  parley. 

Frank  kept  hoping  ull  the  while  tliut  they  would  note  the  pacific  at¬ 
titude  of  the  new-comers  and  send  out  an  envoy.  But  this  was  not 
done. 

The  flat  headed  people,  or  “  Flatheads,"  as  Sharpe  called  them, 
were  fiercely  aggressive  and  seemed  not  in  the  least  disposed  to  muke 
friends.  Frank  was  pul  to  bis  wit’s  end. 

The  Kirghiz  had  been  obliged  to  retire  Borne  distance  from  the 
machine  to  avoid  the  arrows. 

They  retired  to  a  hillside  about  half  a  mile  away,  and  now  a  new 
complication  arose. 

From  the  forests  on  the  hillside  bands  of  shepherds  began  to  nttacl; 
the  Kirghiz.  Several  were  shot  from  their  saddles.  Of  course  it  was 
in  the  nature  of  the  Tartars  to  retaliate. 

Frank  could  not  deny  them  this,  so  the  shepherds  were  assailed  in 
turn.  The  result  was  that  a  lively  battle  was  soon  in  progress. 

“  By  Jove!"  cried  Sharpe,  “  we  have  struck  a  hornet's  nest.  Frank. 
We  cau  never  make  friends  with  these  people.  They  act  like  mud 
fools!” 

••  That  is  true,"  agreed  Frank,  with  surprise  nnd  dismay.  “  What 
on  earth  can  we  dor’ 

“  Give  it  up.” 

“  What?” 

“  Get  out  of  here  at  once.  After  all,  wo  shall  not  gain  so  very  much 
by  establishing  intercourse  with  them.  It  is  enough  to  know  that  we 
have  located  them.  Let  somebody  else  do  the  rest.  We  should  go 
on  and  explore  the  rest  of  the  desert.” 

Frank  could  not  help  but  admit  the  logic  of  this. 

Indeed,  it  began  to  look  as  if  he  would  be  compelled  to,  in  anv 
event,  accept  Sharpe’s  plan. 

For  suddenly  the  gate  of  the  city  flew  open.  An  immense  number 
of  the  Flatheads  poured  out. 

They  were  going  to  the  relief  of  their  compatriots,  the  shepherds. 
They  meant  warfare  for  a  certainty. 

Frank  now  yielded. 

He  eaw  that  it  was  of  no  use  to  try  and  make  friends  with  these 
wretches.  To  be  sure  he  might  have  me:  them  in  a  terrific  fashion 
and  brought  them  to  terms  with  the  electric  guns. 

But  this  would  call  for  terrific  slaughter,  and  he  would  not  think  ol 
it.  So  he  said  to  Barney : 

“  Turn  the  Traveller  about  and  let  us  get  out  of  here,  Give  those 
chaps  on  the  bill  a  taste  of  a  dynamite  shell,  and  that  will  help  Ali 
Jfahmoo  and  bis  men  to  get  awav.  We  will  go  back  to  the  desert. ” 
Barney  obeyed  orders. 

The  dynamite  shell,  exploding  in  the  midst  ol  the  crew  on  the  bill- 
side,  scattered  them  like  chaff. 

It  gave  Ali  Mahmoo  and  his  men  a  chance  to  withdraw,  and  they 
preceded  the  Traveller  out  onto  the  desert. 

This  angered  Frank  and  he  said: 

‘•On  my  word,  I  can  restrain  myself  no  longer.  I’ll  give  those 
chaps  a  bit  of  a  lesson!" 

He  went  to  the  after  gnn  and  trained  it  on  the  barbarians.  Then 
he  pressed  the  electric  button. 

Frank  oimed  the  gun  so  that  it  would  throw  the  bomb  a  little  short 
oi  the  mark.  It  was  not  his  purpose  to  annihilate  the  barbarians,  but 
simply  to  terrorize  them. 

The  bomb  struck  a  few  feet  in  advance  of  the  oncoming  host.  It 
exploded  with  a  terrible  roar.  ° 

tataiSS  r09e  int  a  ?0lamn  ful1  fi,ty  foct  int0  the  air'  An  immense 
and  (Torses  °  °  Dt°  lhe  gr0Und  which  would  bury  halt  a  hundred  men 

The  Flatheads  were  thrown  into  great  confusion  bv  this  Thev 
broke  and  fled  in  various  directions.  y  *•  lfley 

the  terrifl'ild  r!!t6r  ,bTb  aJter  thenl>  and  the  result  was  that 

UmtihfhSSL  I”  retraafad  t0  lhe  security  of  their  citv  walls. 

with  thSm;hbrFrrkpd“dnoTo!° have  returned  and  made  f--iend8 

9URnect^odhehnmrnlll0r  l°  8kirC  th0  fertile  reSion'  w!lich  he  now 
in  Us  midst?  PPW  Verge  0f  tlle  de8ert’  but  onl>’  a>‘  oasis 

theFaesertnandtheoa!ismaChi,ie  ^  a'°ng  1,16  dlTidinS  line  b«™° 

byAve0muere?anTpfn!on.tere9t  ar°U8ed'  ShwPe.  "b°  stood  near 

ground  rtve™^”  **  ““d’  “  *hat  if  iE  8honld  b*  a  part  of  the  under- 
“It  very  likely  is,”  agreed  Frank. 

d o wrf'acrogB8 1 he^desert  XuV'lT™?™-  Tbfi  'iver  Bowed 
from  the  oasis.  3  lhe  eje  co,,ld  reach-  It  emerged 


from  the  oasis. 

unctuVete  sTream'wM wide.'6'  C'°Be  l°  tbe  ri^r  baa*-  At 
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It  emerged  from  a  cleft  in  the  hills,  and  its  banks  were  high  ami 
green  clad.  Frank  decided  to  follow  it  up  to  learn  If  possible  if  the 
oasis  was  its  source. 

So  he  turned  the  course  of  the  machine  into  tbe  narrow  pass,  or  can¬ 
yon,  more  properly  speaking.  But  the  next  moment  a  wonderful 
eight  burst  upon  the  view  of  all. 

They  saw  a  great  chain  of  hills  beyond,  and  between  them,  occupy¬ 
ing  a  huge  basin,  was  a  mighty  lake. 

All  could  be  seen  at  a  glance.  The  desert  river  was  the  outlet  of 
this  lake,  and  Us  true  source. 

The  scene  was  a  rarely  beautiful  one  to  tbe  voyagers,  coming  from 
the  desert  as  they  did.  They  gazed  upon  it  for  some  while  with  inter¬ 
est. 

There  was  no  sign  of  human  habitation  in  tbe  vicinity,  which  was 
evidence  that  the  Flatheads  occupied  only  the  southern  part  of  the 
oasis. 

Explorations  here  could  be  conducted  with  perfect  safety.  Bat 
Frank  decided  to  keep  on  the  journey. 

So  the  party  returned  to  tbe  desert. 

Once  more  the  Traveller  was  called  upon  to  ford  a  river.  The  Kir¬ 
ghiz  swam  their  horses  across  all  safely. 

In  due  course  the  opposite  bank  was  reached.  Until  nightfall  tbe 
party  progressed  to  the  northward. 

Then  the  oasis  began  to  dwindle;  the  desert  crept  in  and  gradually 
vegetation  ceased. 

Soon  it  was  left  behind,  and  once  more  the  travelers  were  in  a 
region  of  desolation  and  solitude. 

For  three  days  they  traveled  ever  to  the  north.  Then  they  came  at 
last  to  the  verge  of  the  desert. 

Once  more  they  came  upon  the  Steppes  of  Siberia,  and  the  Kirghiz 
were  so  delighted  that  they  could  hardly  contain  themselves.  It  was 
like  emerging  from  the  shadow  of  a  tomb. 

Frank  had  but  one  more  desire  now,  and  this  was  to  return  to  Step- 
inak  by  means  of  the  eastern  border  of  tiie  desert.  It  would  mean  a 
wide  detour  and  a  complete  circuit,  but  it  would  avoid  the  dan<'ers  of 
another  trip  across  the  black  expanse. 

The  Kirghiz  readily  agreed  to  this  plan,  for  none  of  them  had  a 
wish  to  again  venture  into  the  desert. 

But  there  were  other  perils  to  be  encountered  fully  as  great  as  those 
of  the  desert.  One  of  these  was  near  at  hand. 

The  northern  occupants  or  dwellers  of  the  Steppes  are  Cossacks,  a 
fierce  and  lawless  tribe  of  nomads.  Now  there  was  ever  a  deadb  feud 
between  the  Kirghiz  and  the  Cossacks. 

None  knew  this  better  than  Ali  Mahmoo, 'and  also  the  danger  of  en¬ 
countering  their  traditional  enemies  so  far  from  home. 
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But  Ali  Mahmoo  knew  that  they  were  under  the  protection  of  the 
Traveller  and  its  electric  guns. 

Hence  he  felt  comparatively  safe,  though  his  comrades  were  a  bit 
uneasy.  However,  there  was  no  faltering. 

So,  after  a  day’s  rest,  the  start  homeward  was  begun. 

The  machine  as  usual  went  ahead,  the  Kirghiz  riding  behind.  As 
the  Door  of  the  desert  made  a  smoother  surface  to  travel  over  the 
party  adhered  to  it.  ’ 

For  a  long  while  they  journeyed  on  thus.  The  day  was  waning 
when  suddenly  Ali  Mahmoo  pulled  up  his  horse  with  a  warning  cry 
From  a  hollow  of  the  Steppes  there  had  suddenly  appeared  a  cava!- 
cade  of  the  wildest  description— men  perched  in  high  saddles  anon 
tbe  backs  of  wiry  little  horses.  ° 

They  were  dressed  in  the  skinB  of  wild  beasts  and  carried  long  lances 
They  were  Cossacks,  pure  and  simple.  b 

They  sat  upon  their  horses  full  a  hundred  of  them,  and  gazed  with 
amazement  at  the  Traveller  and  at  the  Kirghiz.  They  made  a  for¬ 
bidding  spectacle. 

npoiTtbe^ir1116^  rec0°Dized  tlle  Kir?biz.  a  strange,  wolf-like  cry  rose 
“  Ye  gods!”  ejaculated  Sharpe;  ••  they  are  Cossacks,  Frank.” 
chaps"  1  perceive’”  re!)iied  lbe  young  inventor.  “  Wild  looking 

And  as  the  travelers  looked  at  the  nomads  of  the  Steppes  thev  did 
not  wonder  at  the  terror  of  Napoleon’s  Moscow  legions  when  overtaken 
in  the  snow  by  these  merciless  wretches.  Keo 

Their  very  appearance  was  terrifying  in  the  extreme 
But  they  did  not  remain  long  inactive.  They  had  reco^n'zed  in  the 

Kirsl,lz  *°™  “SS 

It  looked  like  an  easy  matter  to  overwhelm  so  small  a  mustier 
They  did  not  count  upon  the  Traveller.  number. 

“  They  are  going  to  attack  us!”  cried  Sharne, 

“  It  looks  like  it,”  said  Frank,  toolly. 

“  They  are  dare  devils!” 

“  We  will  tame  them!” 

Frank  had  turned  the  machine  head  on  to  the  foe 
electric  gun.  ’ 

Barney  and  Pomp  were  ai  [he  netting  with  their 
Kirghiz  hovered  behind  the  vehicle. 

With  fierce  yells  rhe  Cossacks  dashed  down  the  slone 

Tl“  >« 


He  stood  by  the 
repeaters.  The 
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Horses  tumbled  in  a  heap,  men  went  down,  and  great  heaps  of 
cebris  rose  in  the  air.  The  entire  cavalcade  was  split  in  two. 

The  other  horses  of  the  survivors  dashed  in  mad  fright  back  up  the 
slope.  A  handful  of  the  Cossacks  got  by  the  machine. 

They  were  instantly  attacked  by  the  Kirghiz,  who  drove  them  back 
with  great  slaughter.  It  was  an  instantaueous  and  decisive  victory 
for  the  travelers. 

The  Kirghiz  yelled  themselves  hoarse,  and  wanted  to  pursue  the 
t  survivors  of  the  band.  But  Ali  Mabmoo  held  them  in  check,  for  he 
knew  the  wisdom  of  such  a  move.  There  was  no  telling  how  large  a 
force  might  be  held  in  reserve. 

But  the  surviving  Cossacks  disappeared  beyond  the  rise  of  land, 
and  did  not  return  to  the  attack.  The  battle  was  over  lor  the  present! 

But  none  in  the  party  for  an  instant  allowed  himself  to  be  deceived 
by  this. 

The  Cossacks  never  abandoned  an  attack  upon  a  foe.  Like  the 
North  American  Indian,  they  would  follow  s  hadow-like,  waiting  for  a 
weak  moment  to  strike  a  decisive  blow. 

All  knew  that  they  had  by  no  means  seen  the  last  of  the  Cossacks. 
But  no  time  was  lost  in  useless  pursuit.  By  Frank’s  orders  the 
journey  was  at  once  resumed. 

“  If  they  attack  u3  again,”  he  said,  “  we  must  meet  them  in  the 
same  way.” 

The  rest  of  the  day  the  party  pushed  on  rapidly.  When  nightfall 
came  they  camped  well  out  on  the  desert. 

The  reason  fcr  this  was  to  baffle  a  direct  advance  by  the  Cossacks. 
An  attack  on  open  ground  would  be  disastrous  for  them  iu  the  ex¬ 
treme. 

Two  watched  that  night,  besides  the  Kirghiz  sentries.  Just  after 
midnight  Barney  spied  dark  forms  moving  just  beyond  the  limit  of 
light  made  by  the  search-light. 

That  they  were  Cossacks  there  was  no  doubt. 

Rifle  bullets  began  to  ring  across  the  intervening  desert.  This 
delighted  the  Celt,  who  at  once  aroused  Pomp,  as  Sharpe  was  al¬ 
ready  with  him. 

Then  with  the  Kirghiz  fire  was  returned.  The  Cossacks  did  not 
venture  an  open  attack. 

But  this  desultory  fire  was  kept  up  all  night.  When  morning 
came,  however,  not  a  Cossack  was  seen. 

“  Bejabers,  I  reckon  they’ve  had  enough,”  said  Barney. 

But  Sharpe  shook  his  head. 

“Not  much  1”  he  declared.  “  We  shall  not  get  rid  of  them  for 
somewhile  yet.” 

“  That  is  right,"  agreed  Frank. 

“They  will  hang  to  us  hoping  to  get  us  away  from  the  open 
space  of  the  desert  where  they  can  make  a  closer  attack.  Be  sure 
they  will  be  on  hand  again  to-night. 

“  I  have  an  idea,"  said  Frank. 

“  What  is  itf” 

“  We  cun  cut  out  into  the  desert  and  shake  them  in  that  way." 

«  Ah,  don’t  you  believe  it.  Wheu  you  return  you  will  find  them 
awaiting  you.” 

All  laughed  at  this. 

“No  wonder  that  Russia  feels  safe  with  hordes  of  such  soldiers  at 
her  command,”  said  Frank.  “  Well,  I  am  going  to  try  the  experiment 
anyway.” 

So  the  machine  was  headed  far  out  into  the  desert.  Soon  naught 
but  the  unbroken  expanse  of  sand  was  all  about. 

Then  the  southerly  course  was  taken.  Until  near  nightfall  it  was 
held.  Then  the  course  was  changed  eastward  again. 

By  dark  the  border  of  the  desert  was  again  reached.  Camp  was 
made  and  not  a  Cossack  was  seen. 

But  a  little  after  midnight,  Pomp,  who  was  on  guard,  saw  hovering 
forms  just  as  Barney  had. 

The  same  experience  of  the  night  before  was  enacted. 

When  daybreak  came  not  a  Cossack  was  to  be  seen.  Frank  at  once 
put  on  his  thinking  cap.  At  length  he  asked  Sharpe: 

“  Do  you  thins  they  will  keep  this  thing  up  every  night?” 

“  Certainly!” 

“  Humph!” 

“  They  will  not  desist  until  they  get  us  in  a  weak  p  lace,  or  we 
have  penetrated  loo  far  south  for  them  to  go  with  safety.  I  know 
these  chaps  well!" 

“  Very  well,”  said  Frank.  “  I  think  I  know  of  a  way  to  give  them 
a  smart  lesson!" 

“  Oh,  what  is  itf 

“  Wait  until  to-night  and  you  shall  see,”  replied  Frank. 

All  that  day  they  kept  at  the  same  southerly  course.  They  were 
now  getting  well  down  toward  the  end  of  the  desert. 

The  Kirghiz  were  wildly  imploring  the  chance  to  attack  the  Cos¬ 
sacks.  Even  Ali  Makmoo  was  eager. 

I  So  Frauk  said: 
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“  I  ou  shall  have  the  chance  to-night,  but  you  must  follow  my  di¬ 
rections.”  J 

At  once  all  was  eagerness  and  excitement.  Frank’s  plans  were 
quickly  made. 

The  night  was  as  dark  aB  Erebus.  This  was  favorable,  and  Frank 
felt  confident  of  success. 

As  soon  as  utter  gloom  had  settled  down  he  directed  movements. 
First  one  of  the  incandescent  lights  of  the  cabin  was  taken  down  and 
placed  outside  upon  the  sands. 

An  immense  reflector  was  placed  back  of  it,  so  that  it  looked  much 
like  the  search-light  when  half  burning. 

Then  Frank  improvised  a  gun  carriage,  and  the  after  gun  of  the 
machine  was  taken  out  and  mounted  upon  it.  Being  but  a  light 
cylinder  this  was  easy. 

Bombs  were  placed  beside  it,  and  Frank  said: 

“  Barney,  I  want  you  and  Mr.  Sharpe  to  defend  this  spot  When 
the  Cossacks  come  to  the  attack  give  them  fits.  You  are  safe,  for  you 
car.  hold  an  army  at  bay  with  this  gun.” 

Then  Frank  explained  his  plan. 

When  the  Cossacks  should  show  themselves  after  midnight,  shots 
were  to  be  exchanged.  Then  every  light  aboard  the  Traveller  would 
be  extinguished. 

Then  the  machine  would  be  sent  silently  in  the  darkness  around  to 
the  rear  of  the  Cossacks.  Retreat  thus  cut  off,  and  liaving  them  be¬ 
tween  two  fires,  they  could  be  thoroughly  whipped.  The  Kirghiz  were 
at  liberty  to  chase  those  who  escaped. 

The  plan  met  with  the  delighted  approval  of  all. 

With  intense  eagerness  the  midnight  hour  was  awaited. 

And  promptly  at  the  usual  time  the  Cossacks  appeared.  Again  their 
shadewy  forms  were  seen  hovering  in  the  distance. 

Again  the  interchange  of  rifle  shots  began.  This  time  the  nomads 
seemed  bolder,  and  came  nearer. 

This  was  just  what  Frank  wanted.  Suddenly  the  Traveller’s  lights 
went  ont. 

Frank  had  only  Pomp  with  him  aboard  the  machine.  Barney  and 
Sharpe  remained  by  the  deaoy  light. 

Ot  course,  seeing  the  fainter  light,  the  Cossacks  ventured  nearer. 
Frank  sent  the  machine  out  into  the  desert  on  a  long  detour. 

The  rubber  tired  wheels  ran  almost  no  iselessly  over  the  sands.  A 
long  half  circle  was  made. 

Tne  Kirghiz  were  flat  upon  their  faces  in  the  sand  back  of  Barney 
and  Sharpe  answering  the  fire  of  the  foe,  who  were  now  at  short  range. 
Barney  and  the  great  traveler  were  obliged  to  lie  low  to  escape  the 
flying  bullets. 

Nearer  crept  the  audacious  Cossacks.  Suddenly  a  great  light  burst 
upon  them  from  the  rear.  The  whole  gang  were  revealed  as  plain  as 
day. 

Astounded,  they  wheeled  their  horses,  but  at  that  moment  a  bomb 
burst  in  their  midst.  Many  a  Cossack  and  horse  were  blown  to  frag¬ 
ments. 

They  charged  then  direct  for  the  decoy  light.  But  a  shot  from  that 
direction  also  met  them. 

Back  they  surged,  only  to  meet  another  bomb.  The  plain  was 
strewn  with  bodies.  The  slaughter  was  fearful. 

Then  up  sprang  the  Kirghiz  with  their  battle  cry.  The  mad  pur¬ 
suit  began. 

It  was  long  after  daybreak  before  the  last  Kirghiz  returned.  Once 
more  the  explorers  turned  their  faces  southward. 

The  next  night  not  a  Cossack  disturbed  the  encampment.  They 
were  seen  no  more  on  the  trip. 

They  were  now  near  the  lower  verge  of  the  desert.  Soon  the 
Kirghiz  encampment  came  into  view.  The  meeting  between  the 
returning  warriors  and  their  wives  was  an  affectionate  one.  The 
great  exploration  of  the  Desert  ot  Death  had  been  accomplished  suc¬ 
cessfully.  There  was  nothing  more  to  be  desired. 


Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  proposed  that  they  proceed  directly  to  St.  Peters¬ 
burg  now,  and  ship  for  home  from  there.  On  their  homeward  way 
surely  the  Russian  authorities  would  not  molest  them. 

So  leave  was  taken  of  Ali  Mahmoo  and  his  people.  The  journey  was 
begun. 

It  was  an  interesting  trip,  and  marked  by  many  incidents  for  which 
we  have  no  space  here.  In  due  time  St.  Petersburg  was  reached  and 
the  Traveller  shipped  home. 

The  travelers  went  to  London  and  returned  by  another  steamer. 
They  arrived  in  New  York,  only  to  learn  that  the  Russian  vessel  with 
the  Traveller  aboard  had  gone  down  in  a  storm. 

Frank  naturally  felt  bad  ovor  the  loss  of  his  invention,  but  only  said : 

“  Never  mind;  I  have  another  in  view  which  will  eclipse  that!” 

Iu  the  nonr  future  we  shall  hope  to  describe  the  new  invention. 


^  BOOKS  THAT  TELL  YOU  EVERYTHING.  *= 

VALUABLE  INFORMATION  ON  EVERY  SUBJECT. 


Price  Only  1 0  Cents  Each. 


No.  1.  Napoleon’s  Oraculum  and  Dream 
Book. — Containing;  the  great  oracle  of  human 
destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of  almost  any 
kind  of  dreams,  togother  with  charms,  ceremo¬ 
nies.  and  ciu*iou3  games  of  cards.  A  complete 
book.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  TouBey, 
publisher,  29  West  28th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  2.  How  to  Do  Tricks.— The  great  book 
of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full  in¬ 
struction  of  all  the  leading  card  tricks  of  the 
dar.  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as 
performed  by  our  leading  magicians:  every  bov 
should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book,  as  it  will  both 
amuse  and  instruct.  Price  10  cents.  Address 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  20th  Street, 
New  York. 

No.  3.  How  to  Flirt.— The  arts  and  wiles  of 
flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this  little  book. 
Besides  the  various  methods  of  handkerchief, 
fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation, 
it  contains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  senti¬ 
ment  of  flowers,  which  is  interesting  to  every¬ 
body.  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  hap¬ 
py  without  one.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank 
Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New 
York. 

No.  4.  How  to  Dance  is  the  title  of  a  new 
and  handsome  little  book  just  issued  by  Frank 
Tonsey.  It  contains  full  instructions  in  the  art 
of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at 
parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for 
calling  off  in  all  popular  square  dances.  Price 
10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29 
West  28th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  5.  How  to  Make  Love. — A  complete 
guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage,  giving 
sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to  be  ob¬ 
served,  with  many  curious  and  interesting 
things  not  generally  known.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  6.  Howto  Become  an  Athlete. — Giving 
full  instruction  for  the  use  of  dumb-bells,  In¬ 
dian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizontal  bars  and 
various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustra¬ 
tions.  Every  boy  can  become  strong  and  healthy 
by  following  the  instructions  contained  in  this 
little  book.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank 
Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New 
York. 

No.  7.  How  to  Keep  Birds.— Handsomely 
illustrated,  and  containing  full  instructions  for 
the  management  and  training  of  the  canary, 
mocking-bird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet, 
parrot,  etc.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank 
Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  28th  Street,  New 
York. 


No.  8.  How  to  Become  a  Scientist. — A  use¬ 
ful  and  instructive  book,  giving  a  complete 
treatise  on  chemistry ;  also,  experiments  in 
acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry, 
and  directions  for  making  flre-works,  colored 
fires,  and  gas  balloons.  This  book  cannot  be 
equaled.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey, 
publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  9.  How  to  Become  a  Ventriloquist. — 
By  Harry  Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away. 
Every  intelligent  boy  reading  this  book  of  in¬ 
structions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting 
multitudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imi¬ 
tations).  can  master  the  art,  and  create  any 
amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is 
the  greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s 
millions  (of  fun)  in  it.  Price  10  cents.  Address 
frank  Tonsey,  publisher,  29  West  *26th  Street, 
New  York. 


No.  io.  How  to  Box.— The  art  of  self-defem 
made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty  illust  ratior 
or  guards,  blows,  and  the  different  positions  < 
a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one* 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  wi 
,£ou  k°w  to  box  without  an  instructo 
i/'Sn  i?.ccn*5*.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisl 
cr.  29  W eat  26th  Street,  New  York.  • 

,U-  ,Ho®  *°  Write  Love-Lottem.- 
mo«t  complete  little  book,  containing  full  dire 
ror, anting  love-letters,  and  when  torn 
Riving  specimen  letters  for  bot 
lZnJ™d  ‘In' PHce  10  centa-  Address  Fran 
York!7’  pubUsber’  23  West  20th  Street,  Ne 


ria°'12-  n,,’w  V>  Write  Letters  to  Ladies 
”lV„  J5™mple,V!  ln[d ructions  for  writing  lett< 
d^rrml  en,“  8u.bjeclB:  also  letters  of  inti 
'  Jote?  2,n(1  requests.  Price  10  cen 

aSSSTsew  Yer  ™867,  pubUsher’  23  West  M 


No.  13.  now  to  Do  It;  or.  Book  of  Eti¬ 
quette.— It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that 
every  young  man  desires  to  know  all  about. 
Send  10  cents  and  get  it.  There’s  happiness  in 
iL  AddresB  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West 
26th  Street,  New'  York. 

No,  14.  How  to  Make  Candy.— A  complete 
hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice¬ 
cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New'  York. 

No.  15.  How  to  Become  Rich.— This  won¬ 
derful  book  presents  you  with  the  example  and 
life  experience  of  some  of  the  most  noted  and 
wealthy  men  in  the  world,  including  the  self- 
made  men  of  our  country.  The  book  is  edited 
by  one  of  the  most  successful  men  of  the  present 
age,  w'hose  own  example  is  in  itself  guide  enough 
for  those  w  ho  aspire  to  fame  and  money.  The 
book  will  give  you  the  secret.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  1G.  How  to  Keep  a  Window  Garden.— 
Containing  full  instructions  for  constructing  a 
■window  garden  either  in  town  or  country, 
and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising 
beautiful  flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete 
book  of  the  kind  ever  published.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  17.  How  to  Dress.— Containing  full  in¬ 
struction  in  the  art  of  dressing  and  appearing 
well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the  selections 
of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made 
up.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey, 
publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 


No.  18.  How  to  Become  Beautiful.— One  of 
the  brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books 
ever  given  to  the  world.  Everybody  wishes  to 
know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  cost¬ 
less.  Read  this  book  and  be  convinced  how  to 
become  beautiful.  Price  10  cents.  Address 
Frank  Tonsey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street, 
New  York. 


No.  19.  Frank  Tousey’s  United  States  Dis¬ 
tance  Tables,  Pocket  Companion  and  Guide. 
—Giving  the  official  distances  on  all  the  rail¬ 
roads  of  the  United  States  and  Canada.  Also 
table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports, 
hack  fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the 
censns,  etc.,  etc.,  making  it  one  of  the  most 
complete  and  handy  books  published.  Price  10 
cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29 
West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  20.  How  to  Entertain  an  Evening  Par¬ 
ty.— A  very  valuable  little  book  just  published. 
A  complete  compendium  of  games,  sports,  card- 
diversions,  comic  recreations,  etc.,  suitable  for 
parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  con¬ 
tains  more  for  the  money  than  any  book  pub¬ 
lished.  Price  10 cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey, 
publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  Now  York. 

No.  21.  How  to  Hunt  and  Fish. — The  mos, 
complete  hunting  and  Ashing  guide  ever  pub¬ 
lished.  It.  contains  full  instructions  about  guns, 
hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing,  to¬ 
gether  with  descriptions  of  game  and  flsht 
Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousoy,  publish¬ 
er,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  22.  How  to  Do  8econd  Sight. — Heller’s 
second  sight,  explained  by  his  former  assistant, 
Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  the  secret  dia¬ 
logues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician 
and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also  giving  all  the 
codes  and  signals.  The  only  authentic  explana¬ 
tion  of  second  sight..  Price  10  cents.  Address 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street, 
New  York.  * 

No.  23.  How  to  Explain  Dreams.— Every¬ 
body  dreams,  from  the  little  child  to  the  aged 
man  and  woman.  This  little  book  gives  the  ex¬ 
planation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with 
lucky  and  unlucky  days,  and  **  Napoleon’s  Orac- 
ulun*,”  the  book  of  fate.  Price  10  cents.  Ad¬ 
dress  Frank  Toueey,  publisher,  29  West  26lh 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  24.  How  to  Writ©  Letters  to  Gentle¬ 
men.— Containing  full  directions  for  writing 
to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects;  also  giving  sam¬ 
ple  letters  for  instruction.  Price  10  cents.  Ad¬ 
dress  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 


No.  25.  How  to  Become  a  Gymnast.— Con¬ 
taining  full  instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gym¬ 
nastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises.  Embrac¬ 
ing  t.hirty-ttve  illustrations.  By  Professor  \V. 
Macdonald.  A  handy  and  useful  book.  Price 
10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher.  29 
West  26th  Street.  Now  York. 


No.  2G.  How  to  Bow,  Sail  and  Bnild  a 
Boat.— Fully  illustrated.  Every  boy  should 
know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat.  Full  instruc¬ 
tions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with 
instructions  on  swimming  and  riding,  compan¬ 
ion  sports  to  boating.  Price  10  cents.  Address 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street, 
New  York. 

No.  27.  How  to  Kecite  and  Book  of  Reci¬ 
tations.— Containing  the  most  popular  selec¬ 
tions  in  use,  comprising  Dutch  dialect,  French 
dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  togeth¬ 
er  with  many  standard  readings.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  28.  How  to  Tell  Fortunes.— Everyone 
is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his  future  life  will 
bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or  misery, 
wealth  or  povery.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at 
this  little  book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced. 
Tell  your  otvn  fortune.  Tell  the  fortune  of  your 
friends.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey, 
publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  29.  How  to  Become  an  Inventor. — 
Every  boy  should  know  how  inventions  origin¬ 
ate.  This  book  explains  them  all,  giving  exam¬ 
ples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  op¬ 
tics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  The 
most  instructive  book  published.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  30.  How  to  Cook.— One  of  the  most  in¬ 
structive  books  on  cooking  ever  published.  It 
contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish,  game, 
and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all 
kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  reci¬ 
pes  by  one  of  our  most  popular  cooks.  Only  10 
cents  per  copy.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  pub¬ 
lisher,  29  West  26th  street,  New  York. 

No.  31.  Howto  Become  a  Speaker.— Con¬ 
taining  fourteen  illustrations,  giving  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  requisite  to  become  a  good  speak¬ 
er,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing 
gems  from  all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  ana 
poetry,  arranged  in  the  most  simple  and  con 
cise  manner  possible.  Price  10  cents.  Address 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street, 
New  York. 


No.  32.  How  to  Ride  a  Bicycle.— Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated,  and  containing  full  direc¬ 
tions  for  mounting,  riding  and  managing  a  bi¬ 
cycle,  fully  explained  with  practical  illustra¬ 
tions;  also  drections  for  picking  out  a  machine. 
Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publish¬ 
er,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  33.  How  to  Behave.— Containing  the 
rules  and  etiquette  of  good  society  and  the  easi- 
est  and  most  approved  methods  of  appearing  to 
good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theater, 
church,  and  in  the  drawing-room.  Price  10 
cents.  Address  Frank  Tonsey,  publisher,  29 
We6t  26th  Street,  New  York. 


No.  34.  How  to  Fence.— Containing  full  in¬ 
struction  for  fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broad¬ 
sword;  also  instruction  in  archery.  Described 
with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving 
the  best  positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 
Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  pub¬ 
lisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  35.  How  to  Play  Games. — A  complete 
and  useful  little  book,  containing  the  rules  and 
regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle,  backgam¬ 
mon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousoy,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  Ne\v  York. 


- .  v, .  n.  ■  ’wi  ,  vj  vMiiumiruinK. — i  On- 

taining  all  the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day, 
amusing  riddles,  curious  catches  and  witty  say¬ 
ings.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey 
publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 


No.  .57.  How  to  Keep  House.-It  contains 
information  for  everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and 
women;  it  will  teach  vou  how  to  make  almost 
anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  or- 
naments,  brackets  cements,  leolian  harps,  and 
turd  lime  for  catching  birds.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher.  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 


.....  nnuiiif  tour  own  Doctor. 

A  wonderful  book,  containing  useful  and 
practical  information  in  the  treatment  of  ordi¬ 
nary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
iamily .  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  reci¬ 
pes  for  general  complaints.  Price  10  cents.  Ad- 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 
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LATEST  ISSUES  OF  THE  FIVE  CENT  COMIC  LIBRARY. 


77  Jack  Ready’s  School  Scrapes,  by  Peter  Pad 

78  Mnldoon,  the  Solid  Mau,  by  Tom  Teaser 

79  Joe  Junk,  the  Whaler;  or,  Anywhere  lor  Kun, 

by  Peter  Pad 

SO  The  Deacon's  Son;  or.  The  Imp  of  the  Village. 

by  Tom  l’easer 

81  Behind  the  Scenes;  or,  Out  With  a  New  York 

Combination.  by  Peter  Pad 

The  Kunny  Pour,  by  Poter  Pad 

Mnldoon  s  Baso  Ball  Olnb,  by  Tom  ’Teaser 

Muldoon’s  Base  Ball  Club  in  Boston,  by  ’Torn  Teaser 
A  Bad  Egg;  or.  Hard  to  Crack,  by  Tom  Teaser 
Sam;  or.  The  Troublesome  Foundling.  ..  , 

by  Peter  Pad 

Muldoon’s  Bose  Ball  Club  in  Philadelphia. 

by  Tom  Teaser 

Jimmy  Grimes;  or.  Sharp.  Smart  and  Sassy, 

by  Torn  1  easer 

Little  Tommy  Bounce;  or,  Something  Like  His 
Dad,  by  Peter  Pad 

Muldoon’s  Picnic,  by  Tom  Teasor 

Little  Tommy  Bounce  on  His  Travels;  or.  Doing 
America  for  Kun,  bjr  Peter  l  ad 

Boarding-School;  or,  Sam  Bowser  at  ork  and 
Play.  by  Peter  Pad 

Next  Door;  or,  The  Irish  Twins,  by  Tom  Teaser 
The  Aldermen  Sweeneys  of  New  York. 

by  Tom  l  easer 

A  Bad  Boy’s  Note  Book,  by  "gd" 

A  Bad  Boy  at  School.  .  ,  by ’*  Ed 

Jimmy  Crimea,  Jr.;  or,  the  Torment  of  the  Vil¬ 
lage,  by  Tom  Teaser 

98  Jack  and  Jim;  or.  Rackets  and  Scrapes  at 

School,  by  lorn  leaser 

99  The  Book  Agent’s  Luck,  by  l'.d 

100  Muidoon's  Boarding  House,  by  lom  leaser 

101  Muldoon’s  Brother  Dan,  by  Tom  leaser 

102  The  Traveling  Dude;  or.  The  Comical  Advent¬ 

ures  of  Clarence  Fitz  Roy  Jones,  by  Tom  leaser 

103  Senator  Mnldoon,  by  Tom  Teaser 

104  The  Shortys’  Miastrels;  or.  Working  the  Same 

Old  Rackets.  ^  bv  Peter  Pad 

105  The  Comical  Adventures  of  Two  Dudes, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

106  Mnldoon.  the  Cop.  Part  I,  by  Tom  Teaser 

107  Muldoon,  the  Cop.  Part  II.  by  lom  leaser 

108  Billy  Moss;  or,  From  One  Thing  to  Another, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

108  Truthful  Jack;  or.  On  Board  the  Nancy  Jane, 

by  I  om  Teaser 

110  Fred  Fresh ;  or.  As  Green  as  Grass,  by  Tom  Teaser 

111  Tbe  Deacon’s  Boy;  or,  The  Worst  in  1  own. 

by  Peter  Pad 

All  the  above  libraries  are  for  sale  by  all 
of  price.  Address 

TRANK  TOUSEY, 


n?  Brown  <fc  Co.  at  school ;  or.  The  Deac¬ 
on's  Boy  at  His  Old  Tricks,  by  Peter  Pad 

113  Jim,  Jack  and  Jim;  or.  Three  Hard  Nuts  to 

Crack,  by  ’l  oin  Teaser 

114  Stuart  A  Co.,  the  Boy  Peddlers,  by  Peter  Pad 

115  Tho  Two  Boy  Clowus;  ot,  A  Summer  With  a 

Circus.  by  Torn  Teaser 

116  Benny  Bouuce;  or,  A  Block  of  the  Old  Chip. 

by  Peter  Pad 
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